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vJf Man's firft difobediencef, and the fruic 
Of that forbidden tree, whofe mortal taftc 
Brought death into the world, and all our woe^ 
With lofs of Eden — of the glorious year^ 
In all her changes fair ; of gende Springs 
Veird in a fhow'r of rofes and perfumes. 
Refulgent Summer in the pride of youth. 
Mild Autumn with her wain and wheaten fhea^ 
Or fullen Winter, loud, and tyrannous. 
Let nobler poets fing. Sit thou apart. 
And on thjyae owrt Parnaffus fweep the lyrc^ 
Applauded Hayley, by the Mufes taught 
That in thofc faity groves delight to dwell 
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Thy hand has rear'd. And thou, furpafTing bard. 

That prisoner to fome fair one's will haft fung 

Thy Tafk fo fweetly,. ftrike again the ftrong. 

The bold, the various energetie chord. 

Secure and happy in thy far retreat. 

Be mine the tafk to fing the man how bleft. 

The Village Curate. From no foreign Ihore 

Came he a wandering fu^tive^ and toft 

On angry fcas, to.pleafe a poet*s gods. 

At length fcarce reach'd the hofpitable port. 

With Father Brute he boafts not to have left 

The tott'ring ftatc of Priam, nor his blood 

Can fhew by lineal catalogue fo pure 

And only Britifh^ that no rude invader 

Of Dianifli, Saxon, or of Norman breed. 

Has mix'd with his god-fprung progenitors^ 

He has not clomb the high and hoary tops 

Of Snowdon or PlinHnmion, yet in heart 

A truer Briton lives not ; thee he loves, 

O happy England, and will love thee ftilL 

a In 
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In yonder manfion, rcv'd by ruftick hta^ 
And dcck'd with no ftipcrfli30u& ornament. 
Where ufe was all the architcft propos'd^ 
And all the matter wifh*d, that fcarce a mile 
From village tumult, to the morning fun 
Turns his warm afpeft, yet with bl^&ms hung 
Of cherry, and of peach, lives hapf)y ftill 
The reverend Alcanor« On a hill. 
Half way between the fumtait and a brook 
That idly wanders at the foot, it ttands^ 
And looks into a valley wood^s^efpreilt, 
' That winds along below. Beyond the brook^ 
Where th^ high co^ice intercepts it hot. 
Or focial elms, or with his ample waift 
The venerable oak, up the ftecp fide 
Of yon afpiring hiit full oppofite. 
Luxuriant pafturc fpreads before hisr feyt 
Eternal verdure 5 lave that hfefe and there 
A fpot of deeper green fliews Where the iwain 
Expefts a noWer harveft, or high poIe;8 
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Mark the rctsetzt of the fcarce-budded hopy 
To be hereafter eminently fair. 
And hide the' naked ftaff that train'd him up 
Widi gdden flow'rs. . On the hill-top behold 
The village ftecple, rifing from the midft 
Of many a rullick edifice ; 'tis all 
The paftor's care. For he, yewWpping clerks^, 
Who with a jockey's fpeed from morn till night 
Gallop amain through fermons, fervices^ 
And dirty roads^ and hardly find the day 
Sufficient for your toil — he ftill difdains 
For lucre-fake to do his work amifs. 
And ftarve the flock he undertakes to feed« 

Nor does he envy your ignoble eafe. 
Ye pamper'd Priefts, that only eat and fleep,. 
And fleep and eat, and quaff the tawny juice 
Of vet'ran port i^ fleep on, and take your reft^ 
Nor quit the downy couch preferment flrews 
To aid your mafl:er« Whiles Alcanor lives. 

Though 
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TbcAjgh Providence ho greater meed defign 

To crown his labour^ than the fcanty ftikn 

One cure affords, yet will he not regr^ 

That he renounced a life fo profitlefr . 

To God and to his country. For he. too 

Might ftill have flucnber'd in aA e'afy duuTj 

Or idly loU'd upon a Ibfa, hel4 

A willing captive in the magic chain . 

Of Alma-mater, but in hapjpy time 

Serious occalion cut the golden link. 

And fet him fre^ to taftc the nobler fweets 

Of life dom^c* There th' apoftitte lives^ 

In habitajtion neat^ but plain and fmall* * 

Look in and &Cy for there no trea&n lurks. 

And he who lives as in the face of Heav'n 

Shuns not the eye of man* On either fide 

The door that opens with a touch, a room. 

The kitchen one, and what you will the pther^ 

There jiow he fits in meditation loft. 

And to the growing page commits with fpeed 
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Tb-morrosr's text Look round, nor'fcar to roufct 
The bufy foul,, t^at on lier. work intent. 
Holds fenfe a prb'ner, and with cagutious bolt 
Has barr'd fuU-faft the portals of the mind^ 
To fhut out interruptida* fare the waU&*^ 
For here nehpa^ntpr'i happy art has taught 
The great progenitor tolive. anew, w 

Upon the fmiling*canvafs> Sculpture here 

No ornament has bung of fruit or flow'n 

Nor ^cimen is bere^ to fliewhow.weU 

, The imitative^ fly le can Ileal the graoc 

That Natiifc lent Jdi^ Fainter^ Qne poor ihoet^ . '. 

Half almanack, luJf print, wiriiout a frame. 

Above thci gnit^ jiaiogs. unaccompanied ; 

A kind remiemhrancer of time to come^ 

Of fail andiisftiml,^jeKpiring terms. 

New moop. and>fidL A regal tabfel^ere 

Arrefts the ey^ *iid'h€re,the vafe ticcount 

Of Chsincellor, High Steward, and their train, 

Vjce-chaiiceUop, «n4 Proctors, awful found, 

And 



And ftill more awf^l %ht to Hiiii that treads 
The public ftreet wi^ hat: and fticki or wants 
That grave appebHajge of t3iSe chin> ^ fiafad. 
Above behold fee vciicrible pie: ' 
Some pioas Founddr raised ; Kut ftaijr ve aot . 
To call him from his grave^ M^here keperhaps . 
Would gladly ;relt anknowh, aiid Have zdcaa: 
Not to be rous'd bjrdie Archahgeri lirump^ ' . 

Yon half-a-dozen flidves fiapporf^ vail wcigiit! '^ 
The Curate's Library, There marlhall'd (land, 
Sages and keroes:^ modern and ahtiqu^: 
He their conimaiidfcr, like the WhqliUh'd fieik^ 
Out-caft of Heav'il, oft thro* thdr araied fife* 
Darts an experienc'd eye^ and feels his heart 
Diftend with pride to he Aeir only diieE 
Yet needs he not the tedious mufter-roll. 
The title-page of each well-known, his name, 
And charaflcr. Nor fcorns he to convcrfe 
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With raw recruit or mufty vetcr?n. 

And oft prefers the mutilated garb 

To macaroni fuit, bcdiub-d withhold,. . 

That often hides the man of little worthy 

And tinfel pnoperties. What need of drcfs 

So fine and gorgeous. If' the foul jvithin . 

Be chafte and pure ? The faireft raaflc put on ^ 

Hides not the wrinkle of deformity, 

A foul of worth will gild a beggar's frieze, 

And on jiis tattor'fJ fuit a luftre Ihed 

No tiipe can change, . Give to the hdrl6t's check 

The glowing rpuge, true virtue needs it not. 

Shed pfcrfiimes irt the chambers of the fick. 

The lip 0f health: h$s odpurs of its own, 

Now mark wp^ what the maftier mofl: efteems. 
Yon antiquated thing, whofe fhapelefs bulk 
Fills hajf his room, the name a harpfichord. 
In days remote thp artift liv'd, whofe hand 

Firft 
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Firft fmooth'd the buriiifh'd furface, haply fprung 
From line of Jubal, whofe ingenious race 
Firft taught the harp and organi Thence it came, 
Like great Atrides' fceptre, handed down 
From Vulcan's fmithy : to his chatterbox. 
The pert and nimble-finger'd Argidde 
Jove gave it, he to Pelops, and ib on. 
So when his Grace a thread-bare coat difbards. 
He gives it to his valet, he to Tom, 
And Tom to Dick j then fwings it for a whije 
Under a penthoufe-lhade in Monmouth-ftreet. 
It travels once again from back to back. 
Of prentice, poet, pedlar, till at length. 
Quite out at elbows, and of buttons ffript, 
Powder'd and greafy, to fome beggar's brat 
It falls, a golden prize. Such the defcent 
Alcanor's inftrument may boafti but he 
More for its prcfent ufe the thing efteems, 
Than could its ancient pedigree be traced 
E'en to the days- of old Cadwallader. 

What 
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What boots it; O ye titted great, to fhew 
The noble anceftor erf" regal Ikiej ' 

Whole valour bound an enemy in chains^ 
Or patriotic wilHoni fav'd a ftatc j 
To be allied to loen of wit and woirth,- 
The glory of the •worlds if' in yourfclyes. 
No Ipark of Virtue livt i Wbo caa efleem 
The man than all his. dignity derives - ; 
From honors not h^ own ? Give me the fteed 
Whole ndble eflfortsbore the prize awayj 
I care not for Im grandfire or his dani^ 
Be thine the nag of admirable port. 
That Ipare and fii^ewlefs ftill 1%8 behind, 
I afk him not, tlio^igb Iprting of Galathy, 
Bucephalus, or Pegaft; Yet Igrai^ 
Where goodnefs ii to greatnefs near aHicd, 
And blood and vjitu* fbr one eaipire ftrive, ' ' 

The man that has them is a man indeed. 
Nor, truft me; is the world fo worthlefs grown. 
But fuch there are, and fuchmy foul eftcems. 

That 
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That ample cafe, that underneath the ftanie 
Of harpfichord fo fmoQth> in fhape uncoutli 
Repofes, from the morning, brobni defends - : 

Aviol-ba(s, clie long ago deftroy'd 
By the rude blows of ftattera Dorothy* 
For fhe, a fubtle !wit, can plainly fee 
No worth ihthat whofe worth ia faf.remov'd 
Beyond her fight, and reach ;; fo, critie-like. 
She fweeps away her cobweb with a friik, • 
And cnifloa many a pearl,. That fmaller <:a&. 
A violin protects, flillfafe and&und. 
Though tumblcd^ofij upon, the pariour floor 
With proud difdain, and ruin muficaL 
Six afhen chait;3» a tabl^ and a^gra^ey- 
Foker and tongiB/ xxiake^ updie-vdft accomir ^ • ^^ 

Such h Alcanor^s= houife©!*^ fiich his ftate> 
Save what might yet be &^ jii higher ftrains. 
Of pan and iettle> barrelybrootoy and flool. 
The furniture of w^^hoiife^Wtcken yaft, - -^ 

And 
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And cellar iil-beftow'd 5 imperial themes. 

And worthy meditation infinite. 

Save too the tedious invent'ry above. 

Of bed and blanket, old bureau, and chair* 

Bc(ides what ornaments the fkyey neft 

Of high-afpiring Dorothy. A maid 

Is (he, that deeps in the moon's neighbcHirhood^ 

And often hears the golden fhow'r defcend 

Upon the tiles above, nor dreads affault 

From maid-deceiving Jove. Too wife were h^ 

To fcek Califto under Dian's nofe. 

Let the fair filver-ihaft^ Queen depart. 

And Jove may come to woo her in the dark ; 

She too has beauty that demands a veil, 

O hide hgr from bim or ihe wins him not» 

Reader, methinks dif{deafi]re clouds thy brow^ 
And Scorn prepares her poiibn'd arrows, perch'd 
On that protruded lip. ^ Is this the man, 
^ The Poet lings, that ftranger to the world 

' Suffers 



THl VILLAGE CURATE. IJ 

* Suffers the Ipeedy wick of life to burn 
' E'en to the focket, and the duty done 

* One church affords, the reft of life gives up 
' To felfifh cafe ? Are thefc die nobler fweets 

* Of life domeftic ? Was it but for thi« 

* Alcanor fled the publick walks of life, 

* And bleft the ferious caufe that fet him free 
^ From Alma-mater's chain ? Nobler it were 

* To mingle with the bufy world, and be 
^ As others are, than fit at home fupine 

^ And fedulous to pleafe himfelf alone. 

^ I grant him innocent and' free from blame^ 

* Yet curfe the blifs that centres in itfclf. 

* Give me the man who cannot taftc a joy 

* That none partakes/ — ^A truce, my gende friend^. 
For fuch Alcanor is. Not for himfelf 

He fought the lonely cell remote^ and ftor'd 
His humble manfion with refources fweet ^ 
Of intelleftual blils. To other eyes 
.And other ears the lettered page unfolds 

Ambrofial 
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Ambrofial food, the horieyof refearch, 
'Tis ;iot to pleafe Alcanor*s felf done^ 
Or frantic Dorothy, fo oft is heard 
The melting found of fwcct-ton'd harmony* 
In chambers yet linfurig three Fairies dwell. 
Each to Alcanor bounds and near in blood> 
But nearer in affcftion. Julia flic. 
Who holds the rein of houfliold management. 
And moderates with Ikill the lavifli hand 
Of hafty Dorothy, Eliza next. 
Of alped: mild and' ever-blooming cheek s 
Good humour there, and innocence, and health 
Perennial roles flicd. It is a May 
That never quits her blufii, but flill the fame 
Is feed in Summer, Autumn, Winter, Springs 
Save when it glows with a foperior red, 
Kifs'd by the morning breeze, or lighted op 
At found of commendation wdl-beftow'd' 
Under the down-caft eye of modeft worth. 
That Ihrinks at its own prailic. Ye thoughrlcft belles^ 

That 
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That day by day the Fafhionable round 

Of diilipatioii tread, ftealing from art • 

The bluih Eliza owns, to hide a cheek 

Pale and defented^ come^ and learn of me 

How to be ever blooming, young, and fair. 

Give to the mind improvement. JLet the tongue 

Be fdbjed to th^ heart and head. Withdraw 

From city fn^oke, and trip with agile foot> - 

Oft as the day begins^ the fteq)y down 

Or velvet lawn^ earning the bread you eat* 

Rife widi the lark, and with the lail: to bed^ . 

The breath, of night 's deftrudive tathe hiie> 

Of ev'ry flow'r that bkwsi. Go to the Md, 

And aflc the humble daify whylt fieeps: 

Soon as the fuff departs ? Why dofo the ey^» : . , . ? 

Of bloflbms infinite, ere the ftifl moon 

Her oriental vcH pat off? : Think whyy 

Nor let the fweetcft bloflbm he exposU 

That nature boaftsy to night's uiJcindly damp* 

Well may it droop, and all its freflinefs Ipfe, 

Compelled 
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Compeird to tafte the rank and pois'nous fteant . 
Of midnight theatre, and morning ball. 
Give to repofe the folemn hour fhe cl^msj 
And from the forehead of the morning ileal 
1 he fweet occafion. O there is a charm 
1 he morning has, that gives the broW of age 
A fmack of youth, and makes the lip of youth 
Shed perfumes exquifite. Expedt it not. 
Ye who till noon upon a down-bed lie. 
Indulging fevVous fleep, or wakeful dream 
Of happinefs no mortal heart has felt 
But in the regions of romance. Ye fair. 
Like you it muft be woo'd, or never won* 
And being loft, it is in vain ye afk 
For milk of rofes and Olympian dew^ 
Cofmetic art no tinfhire can afford 
The faded feature to reftore : No chain,. 
Be it of gold, and ftrong as adamant. 
Can fetter beauty to the fair one's wilL 
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But leave me not the gentle Ifabel 
Unfung> though nature on her cheek no rofe 
Has planted, and the lily bloflbm there 
Without a rival — Look within, and learn ^ 

That nature often on the mind beftows 
What fhe denies the face. — O, (he is kind* 
And gives to ev'ry man his proper gift. 
To make him needful in the land he lives* 
There is not inequality fo. ftrangc 
'Twixt man and man, as haughty wits fuppofc* 
The beggar treads upon the monarch's heel 
For excellence, and often wears a heart 
Of noble temper, under filth and rags : 
While he that reigns, in Ipite of outward, pomp, 
Is mean and beggarly within, and far outweigh'd 
By the ofFenfive lazar at his gate. 
Th' unlettered fool that daily fleers the plough. 
With vacant head, ^d heart as unimprov'd 
As the dull brute he drives, gives to the world 
A neceflary good, which all thy pains, 

C Ingenious 
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Ingenious Critic, or thy deep refearch. 
Profound Philofopher, thy pteachirig^ Clerk, 
Thy prattle, Lawyer> or thy grave demurs, 
Coftly Phyfician, hardly {hill exceed. 
The kingly tUlip captivates thfc eye. 
But fmelt We loath, while the fweet violet. 
That little beauty boafts, hid from the fight. 
With fuch a fragrant perftmle hits the fenfc 
As makes us love ere we behold. And fo 
The giudy peacock of the feathered race 
The nobleft fetfms, till the fWeet fiote be heard 
That nightly chcftrs the tftufiilg poet's car 
Under the thorny brake ; and then We grabt. 
That little Philbniel, fo unadorned. 
Needs riot the aid of plumes. So, Ifabfcl, 
Internal worth upon thy cheek beftows 
A rofe^s beaiity, tho* no rofe be thtit. 
A heart thkt almoft breaks to be rcbuk'd, 
A mind inform'd, yet fearful vo be feeh. 
Kept by a tongue that hcvcr but at home. 
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And cautious then, its golden truft bctrayi— 

Thefe are thy charms, and they arc charms for me. 

And in my eye as Iweet a grace beftaw> 

As matchlefs beauty, tricked in airy fmilefi 

And fuit of fantafy, what time Ihc trips 

With foot inaudible the fpfightly round 

Of fairy daftCe, outfhining evVy ftar 

And planet of the night. And thefe (hall iaft. 

As morning fair and frefh aS amaranth. 

When all thy triumphs. Beauty, are no more. 

Here let us paufe. For learned jockeys fay, 
'Tis good to give one*s fteed a morning drau^t* 
And he that will may whet his whiffle too 
With dram of gin or cordial peppermint. 
The journey fcarce begun. Tedious the way. 
Thro' many a difmal lane, and darkfome wood. 
In ftory famous for the murder done 
On nightly traveller. And afk the fot 
Who daily drives the clattering ft^e, with fa«e 

C a ^^ 
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Red as a butcher's bqef, and coat of proo^ 

Laflaing his rawboa'd fteeds to be in time. 

Now fwearing^ drinking now, now cutting jokes^^ 

Now laughing k}ud> and now with furly heel 

Stamping the boot-^aik him, I fay, if drink 

Be not the foul of labour. What could he^ 

The frequent pot denied, the fmiling bowl> 

And ever and again returning dram ? 

Or afk the drunken fool, that all day long 

Or drinks, or lolls upon an alehoufe bench,. , 

With pot in hand, and thirfty pipe in mouth. 

Sons of Anacreon^ fay whence the laugh 

That fliakes the very roof, at cv*rr paufe 

Of the loud fong with Stentrophonic voice 

Bray'd forth ? Or you, ye gallant bucks and bloods. 

Say whence your noble exploits, to befet 

Fair Thais, kick. the waiter, break the lamps, . 

Cry fire, and bid defiance to the watch ? 

Join your fhrill pipes, ye maids of Billingfgate, 

And market dames, and make thjc chorus full. 

' ' ' O, there 
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^ O, there is nothing noble to be done 

* 'Till we have fwallow'd pint on pint. 'Tis drink, 

^ And only drink, that makes the world go round.' 

I praife you not; and if there be a man 
Who thus far has perus'd my carelcls page. 
In hopes to find a palliative to vice. 
Here let us part.— An enemy to mirth 
Who deems me, does me wrong. I hold it good 
To laugh away a portion of my days, 
An#give to mirtli her fong, to (port her feather. 
But he that draws his wit to flab at truth. 
And is the friend of folly when he fmiles. 
Has liv'd too longi; O let me never be 
Virtue's affaflSh, or die fhield of vice. 
Kind Heaven^ if there be an hour fo black 
Yet lodg'd in future time; O cut me off 
Ere it arrive, and fend me to my grave 
E'en in the pride and glory of my ftrcngth. 

C J Yc 
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IE gentle PowVs (if any fuch there be. 
And if there be not, 'tis a fweet miftake 
To think there be) that day by day^ unfeen. 
Where fouls unanimous, and link'd in love. 
In fober converfe ipend the vacant l^our. 
Hover above, and in the cup of life 
A cordial pour that all its bitter drowns. 
And gives the hafly minutes 4s they pafs 
Unwonted fragrance i come and aid my fong. 
In that clear fountain of eternal love 
That flows for ay at the right hand of him* 
The great Incomprehenfible ye ferve, 
Dip my adyent'rons pen, that nothing vile. 
Of the chafte eye or ear unworthy, may 
Jn this my early fong be fcen or heard. 

Proceed 
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Proceed we then to mark the Cur^t?'s fteps. 
His mode of living, pianner^i and purfoits, 
As down the fteep declivity of life 
He glide?, v^d h^fteAS t^ the hungry grave. 
One year the limits of our fong confine. 
From early fpring tiU fpring return again. 

Then let the mufc begip, when Winter yet 
Powders the lawn with fnpw, and on our eaves 
H^ngs the chaile icide. Be that the time, 
WHfen the tir*d fpprtfnian lays his gun afide. 
Nor wage? ineffedkual war again 
On partrid^ race. The day St. Valeatme, 
When maids are briik, aqd at: the break of d^ 
Start up, and turn their p^Uqw^, all «gog 
To know what happy fwain the f^^tcs provide 
A mate for life* Then follows vdft difcharge 
Of true-love knots and fcnncts nicely penn'^. 
But to the learned croc's eye no vcrfe. 
But profe di^aded, galloping away 

C 4 Like 
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Like yelping cur with kettle at his tail. 

Forgive the thought, ye maids of poefy. 

And be as kind as fair. A man may laugh 

And yet approve, and I your pains applaud, n • 

Tho' fhort of Excellence. I love the maid 

That has ambition, and betrays a mind 

Of aftive and ingenious turn; that fcorns 

Only to be what Falhion and the age 

Require, and can do more than flirt her fan. 

Read novels, dance with grace, fing playhoufe airs. 

Talk fcandal, daub or vellum or her face. 

Retain Ibme half-a-dozen terms in French, 

And half as many Englifh, and difpatch 

By ev'ry pofl: a tedious manufcript. 

Which to tranflate would crack the very brain 

Of Arabic Profeffor. O ye fair. 

Ye were defign'd for nobler flights than thefe. 

Nature on you as well as us beflx)w'd 

The good capacity. And though to us 

She gave the nicer judgment, yet flic hid 

' The 
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The fweet defeft in you, . with better fkill 
To clothe the fair idea, keener eye. 
And quicker apprehenfion. 'Tis in you 
Imagination glows in all her ftrength. 
Gay as the robe of Ipring, and we delight 
To fee you pluck her bloffoms, and compofc 
The cheerful nofegay for the fwain you love. 
What if Alcanor's felf fhould not difdain 
To imitate your heart, but fometimes hang 
Ill-woven chaplets on Maria's brow. 
That needs no ornament to fet it off 
With better grace. The hour fo fpcnt fhall live. 
Not unapplauded, in the book, of heav'n. 
For dear and precious as the moments are^ 
Permitted man, they are not all for deeds 
Of aftive virtue. Give we none to vice, . 
And Heaven will not ftrid: reparation afk 
For many a fummer's day and winter's eve 
So fpent as bed amufes us. Alas ! 
If he that made us were ejctreme to mark 

.The 
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The trifled hour, what hum^n foul could live ? 
We trifle all, and he that beft deferves 
Is but a triflcr. What art thou whofe eye 
Follows my pen, or what am I that write ? 
Both triflers. 'Tis a trifling world, from him 
That banquets daintily in flceves of lawn, . 
To him that ftarves upon a country cure ; 
From him that is the pilot of a ftate. 
To him that begs, and rather begs than works. 

Then blame we not Alcanor for his pains. 
Nor think him mifempioy'd, what time he fits 
Eager to clothe the new-born thought, and wooes 
The maiden Meditation, hard to win. 
For terms of apt fignificauce. Nor fhen. 
When winter better pleas'd puts on a fmile. 
And round his garden at High noon hf; wa}ks> 
Not unattended, and the da&di] 
And early fnowdrop welcomes, penfive flow'n 
Nor needs he then excufe, what time he ftarts. 

To 
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To mark the progrefs of the morning fun. 
As northward from his equinox he fteers 
And once again brings on the glorious year. 
Sweet are the graces that the fteps attend 
Of early morning, when, the clouded brow 
Of winter fmooth'd, up from her orient couch 
She fprings, and like a maid betroth'd, puts oq 
Her bridal fuit, and with an ardent fmile 
Comes forth to greet her fwain. And to my eye. 
As well as thine, Alcanor, grateful 'tis. 
Ay, paffing fweet, to mark the cautious pace 
Of flow-returning Spring, e'en from the time 
When firft the matted apricot unfolds 
His tender bloom, till the full orchard glows i 
From when the goofeberry firft fliews a leafi 
Till the high wood is clad, and the broad oak 
Gives to the fly-ftung ox a Ihade at noon 
Sun proof. How charming 'tis, to fee fweet May 
Laugh in the n^ar pf wiwer, ^nd pvt on 
Her gay appard uq begift ani^w 

The 
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The wanton year. See were Ihe comes again 
As fair, as young, as brilk, as when from heav'n 
Before the author of the world ftie trip'd 
To Paradife rejoicing: the light hrcezc 
Wafts to the fenfe a thoufand odours i Hjark ! 
The cheerful mufjck that attends. 

O Man, 

...» I 
Would on thyfelf alone the awful doom 

Of death had paft. It grieves me to the foul 

To think how foon the blooming year Ihall fade. 

How foon the leafy honours of the vale 

Be Ihed, the bloflbm nipt, and the bare branch 

Howl dreary mufic in the ear bf winter. 

Yet let us live, and while we may, rejoice. 

And not our prefent joy difturb, with thought 

Of evils fure to come, and by no art 

BefhunU 

Come hither, fool, that vainly think*ft 
Thine only is the art to plumb the depth . 



Of 
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Of truth and wifdom. 'Tis a friend that calls. 
And has fome honeft pity left for thee, 
O thoughtlcfs ftubborn Sceptic. Look abroad. 
And tell me, (hall we to blind chance afcribc 
The fcene fo wonderful, fo fair, and good? 
Shall we no farther fearch than fenfe will lead. 
To find the glorious caufe that fo delights 
The eye and ear, and fcatters all about 
Ambrofial perfumes ? O there is a hand 
That operates unfeen, and regulates 
The vaft machine we tread on. Yes, there is 
Who firft created the great world, a work 
Of deep conftrudion, complicately wrought. 
Wheel within wheel i tho' 'tis in vain we ftrive 
To trace remote effefls thro' the thick maze 
Of movements intricate, confus'd and ftrange. 
Up to the great Artificer that made. 
And guides the whole. What if we fee him not? 
No more can we behold the bufy foul 
That animates ourfctves. Man to himfelf 

Is 
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Is all a miracle. I cannot fee 

The latent caufe, yet fuch I know there 15^ 

That gives the body motion, nor can tell . 

By what ftrange impulfe, the fo ready limb 

]f erforms the purpofes of will. How then 

Shall thoti or I, who cannot fpan ourfelves. 

In this our narrow veflel, comprehend 

The being of a God. Go to the Ihore, 

Caft in thy flender angle, and draw out 

The huge Leviathan. Comprds the deep. 

And fhut it Up within the hollow round 

Of the fmall hazel ntit. Or freight the fhell 

Of fnail or cockle, with the glorious fun. 

And all the worlds that live upoA his beams. 

The goodly apparatus that rides round 

The glowing axle-tree of heaven. Then com*. 

And I will grant 'tis thine to fcale the height 

Of wifdom infinite, and comprehend 

Secrets incomprehenfible 5 to know 

There is no God, and what the potent ottife 

That 
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That the revdlving unirerfe upholds. 
And not requites a deitjr at hahd. 

O tell me not^ moft fubtle difputant. 
That I (hall die> the wick of life confum'd. 
And fpite of all my hopes drop in the grave, 
Never to rife again* Will the great God, 
Who thus by annual miracle reftores 
The perifh'd yeaf, and youth and beauty gives. 
By refurredtion ftrange, where none was afk'd. 
Leave only man to be the fcorn of time 
And fport of death ? Shall only he one fpring. 
One hafty fummer, and one autumn fee. 
And then to winter irredeemable 
Be doom'd^ caft Out, ttjefted, and defpis'd ? 
Tell me not (b, or by thyfelf enjoy 
The melancholy thought. Ani I deceived? 
So let me be for ev&. If I err. 
It is an erroi* fweet and lucrative. 
For fliould not hiiiv^A a farther cpUrft intend 

2 Than 
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Than the ftiort race of life, I am at leaft 
Thrice happier than thee, ill-boding fool. 
Who ftriv'ft in vain the awful doom to fly- 
That I not fear. But I Jhall live again. 
And ftill on that fweet hope fhall my foul feed. 
A medicine it is, that with a touch 
Heals all the pains of life; a precious balm. 
That makes the tooth of forrow venomlefs. 
And of her hornet fting (b keen difarms 
Cruel Adverfity 

A truce to thought. 
And come, Alcanor, Julia, Ifabel, 
Eliza come, and let us o'er the fields, 
Acrofs the down, or thro* the flielving wood. 
Wind our uncertain way. Let fancy lead. 
And be it ours to follow, and admire. 
As well we may, the graces infinite 
Of nature. Lay afide the fweet refource 
That winter needs, and may at will obtain. 



Of 
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Of authors chafte and. good, and let us rej^i : . ^ 
The living page, whofe cv'ry chv*9ter . ; ; v.':'-: 

Delights and gives us wifdom* . Npca trce^ :^,a; Ji'.v: 
A plant, a leafi a blpflbm, but contains . -^/y 

A folio volump* We nfiay read and read [ . i . 
And read again, and ftill find fopietjiing i^ew,; fi zi.A : 
Something to pleafe, and fomcthing. to inftru<S^M{ ^7/ 
E'en in the nqijpna? >irced. . See, crew^^rfs. --rvi A 
Alcanor's threftioji.d> to, the curious eye. .;^ ,. • ^<\ 
A little monitor .prefent;s he^p pagcj^ ; : : . ,».i ^; v' 
Of choice inftru^tion^jiyith her fi)0:wy ,i)ells 7,! . > ;^[ 
The lily of %|yalejr She nq^ ajfeais \ .. ' a 
The public, V%fc;n«r; gaze pf.roid^day fun : . , nl 
She to no ftate or dignity alpii;e&, _. ; .,;• ivi bi:A 

But filent Andj^oAe, puts on h^ fui.t, •: . . . , 7 - ^ . v / 
And fheds her laftingj)er/umo,.but.fef w.h^^ .;,:] i 
We had npt known there was.% dj^pg-fo fweet i;:;: ic 
Hid in the gloomy :Chade, S^rwh^i t^e blaft-. ^ v/:. j 
Her fitter tribes confounds, -agdrto t^e earth ^ -j : c 

D Stoops 
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Stoops their high heaidS that vainly were expos*^d,' 

She feels it not, bm Soarifhcs anewi ^ " 

Still fheltei^d kAd fedure. And fo the ftorm 

That makes the high elm cx)uch> and rends the oak. 

The humble 13y Iparcs. A thoufand blows 

That ihafce the lofty monarch on his throne; 

We leferfoiks ^d not. Keen are the pains 

Ad vancennefy: often' brings. Ta be fcthjre, 

Be humble; to he happy, be content. 

Tis not all gold, Efiwi,- that the eyt ' 

Delights in. Tb command^ a ccfa^h -an^-fix. 

Be hight my Lady, ^' j^Mf Grace{' talead 

In fa(hion;*^iK^^ t^Ft^ be^lcrtfi'd in filk. 

And make an artificial-^y> thkk-fet 

With cye-diftra6fcilig j*!iwek, arc btrt chains 

That lift you fton> the crowd, to be the mock 

Of hifliiig envy i fteps^ riiey arc, that lead 

Unwary maids «>*fertiiftrc*s pflteiy, ' ^ 

To be the butt of ^deferv'd reproach ^ 

^I- '- And 
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And lying flandcn Have you not obferv'd 
The idle fchool-boy, throu^ ^ field of wheat 
Scarce ripe, returning honcie, with what delight 
He trinfis a Twitch^ and ilrikes at the full ear 
Moft eminent, and ftill walks on and ftrikes ? 
So Fortune fports with you, ye great, and ftill 
As one above another climbs, condemns^ 
And makes him Ihorter by the head. Happy, 
No doubt, Alcanor were, Ihould it fo chance 
An eddy feize him in the ftrcam of life. 
And whirl him to a throne, of all this ifle 
Grand Metropolitan ; but truft me. Sir, 
Nor Laud, nor Tillotfon would ftoop again 
Tq bear the golden weight. Only with him 
Sweet peaqe abounds, and only heefcapes 
The poifon'd fliafts of obloquy and wrong. 
Who hides his virtue in content ; . and like 
This modeft lily, wina our beft regard 
By feeking to avoid it. Virtue too 

D 2 Will 
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Will ever thus her lone retreat betray. 
And, fpite of privacy, be fought and feen ^ 
For fhe has fragrance that delights the fcnfc 
Of Men and Angels, yea, of God himfclf.— 

But come, we loiter. Pafs unnotic'd by 
The fleepy crocus, and the ftaring daify. 
The courtier of the fun. What fee we there ? 
The love-fick cowflip, that her head inclines 
To hide a bleeding heart. And here's the meek . 
And foft-eyed primrofe. Dandelion this, 
A college youth that flafhes for a day . 
All gold ; anon he dofFs his gaudy fuit» 
Touch'd by the magic hand of feme grave Bilhop> 
And all at once, by commutation ftrange. 
Becomes a Reverend Divine. How fleek ! 
How full of grace ! and in that globous wig 
So nicely trim*d, unfathomable ftores. 
No doubt, of erudition moft profound : 

Each 
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Each hair is learned^ and his awful phiz, 
A well-drawn title-page, gives large account 
Of matters ftrangely complicate within. 
Place the two doftors each by each, my friends. 
Which is the better ? fay. I blame not you. 
Ye powder'd periwigs, that hardly hide. 
With glofly fuit and well-fed paunch to boot. 
The underftanding lean and beggarly. 
But let me tell you, in the pompous globe 
That rounds the dandelion^s head, is couch'd 
Divinity moft rare. I never pafs 
But he inftruds me with a ftill difcourfc. 
That more perfuades than all the vacant noifc 
Ofpulpit rhetoric 5 for vacant 'tis. 
And vacant muft it be, by vacant heads 
Supported 

Leave we them to mend, and mark 
The melancholy hyacinth, that .weeps 
All night, and never lifts an eye all day. 

D 3 How 
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How gay this meadow — like a gamefomc boy 
New-cloth'd, his locks frefh comb'd and powder'd^ he 
AH health and fpirits. Scarce fo many ftars 
Shine in the azure canopy pf heav'n. 
As king-KTups here are fcatter^d;, interfpers'd 
With fllvep daifies. 

See, the toiling fwain 
With many a fturdy ftroke cuts up at laft 
The tough and finewy furze. How hard he foughf 
To win the glory of the barren wafte. 
For what more noble than the vprnal furze 
With golden balkcts hung? Approach it not. 
For ev'ry bloflbm has a troop of fwords 
Drawn to defend it. 'Tis the treafury 
Of Fays and Fairies. Here they nightly meet. 
Each with a burnifh*d king-cup in his hand. 
And quaff the fubtil ether. Here they dance 
Or to the village chimes, or moody fong 
Of midnight Philomel. The ringlet fee 

Faptafticallj 



rm. viLLAOB ,.^uK AXE*' .39 

Fantaftic^y trod. Theare, Oberon 
His gallant train kads out, the v^hile^hfe torcli 
The glow-worm lights and dulky night illumes. 
And there they foot it fcatlyroundy and laugh. 
The facred Ip3t the fuperftitious ewe ■ 

Regards, and bites it not in reverence^ . , 

Anon the drowfy clock tolls One — the cock 
His clarion founds— the dance breaks oflF— the li^ts 
Are quench 'd — themufic hufh'd— they Ipced away 
Swifter than thmight, and ftill the breal; of day 
Outrun, aad chafing-midnight as (he flies 
Purfue her round the globe* So Fancy weav^ 
Her flimfy web, while Ibber reafon fits. 
And fmiling wonders at the puny work, 
A net for her 5 then fprin^ on eagle wiog, 
Conftraint defies, and foars above the fun. 
Not always fuch her flight. For croaking dames 
And filly mothers oft confpire to clip 
Her infant wing, and feed her full widi fears, 
TilJ all her energy expires, and flie, - 

T> 4 Caught 
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Caught in the fnare of fancy, lives and quakes 
Prisoner for life. O thoughtlefs nianagers ! 

See where the fky-blue periwinkle clinnbs 
Up to the cottage eave^^, and hides the loam 
And dairy lattice with a thoufand eyes, 
Pentagonally form'd, to mock the fkill 
Of proud geometers. See there the fern 
Unclenching all her fingers, to diftradt 
The plodding theorift, who little fees. 
And tortures reafon for the reft. Behold, 
And truft him not, the feed. So idle bpys 
Delight in bubbles. So rank errors live. 
Truth dies, ^d ev'ry day we need a Brown 
To fet a jangling world to rights. 

No more : 
But mark with how peculiar grace, yon wood 
That clothes the weary fteep, waves in the breeze 
Her lea of leaves j thither we turn our fteps. 

And 

/ 
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And by the way attend the chearful found 
Of woodland hamnony that always fills 
The merry vale between. How fweet the fong 
Day's harbinger attunes ! I have not heard 
Such elegant divifions drawn from art* 
And what is he that wins our admiration ? 
A little fpeck that floats upon the fun-beam. 
What vaft perfection cannot nature crowd 
Into a puny point ! The nightingale. 
Her folo anthem fung, and all that heard 
Content, joins in the chorus of the day. 
She, gentle heart, thinks it no pain to pleafe. 
Nor, like the moody Ibngfters of the world, 
Juft fhews her talent, pleafeS, takes affrontj 
And locks it up in envy. 

Now we hear 
The golden wood-pecker, that like the fool 
Laughs loud at iiothing. Now the reftlefs pye, 
3o pert ancj garrulous. A goffip Ihe, 

And 
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And fhe has been to town to learn the news. 

O you fhall hear her tell, how being hid 

In goody Grabfon's beans, Ihe overheard 

The tattling darpes relate,. * Lord, what d'ye think ! 

' The Parfon's to be married^ — Betty Bounce 

^ Will foon be brought to-bcd — the 'Squire is fick — 

* Julia has parted with her maid— they Uy 

* Eliza paints, and li^bel 's a Ihrew — 

* Mpre taxes yet — the minifter's a fool— * 

^ Corn will be cheap — what Ihall we farmers do? — 

* My lady Bountiful has had a fit— 

' Ay, let her die - they fay fhe means to le^ve 

^ A fortune to the j^oor - good reft to her foyl — 

^ She is no better than Ibe fhould be— that 

^ 'Twixt you and I —/ And fo from morn to night 

Your fcandal-monger prates, and tells you alj 

The fecret fprings that aduate the ftate^ 

The minifter, the people. She can fee> 

With half an eye, who ftands, who falls, who rifes j 

Who little merits, and who befl: deferves, 

And 
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And fo fhe murders truth, and propagates 
The publick lie, extorting many a tear 
And many a figh from wounded innocence. 
O, Ifabel, if cv'ry idle word 
Have weight in heav*n, what deed fo rarely good 
Can turn the fcale in favour of that fool. 
Who prattles injury, and worth defames. 
From gay fifteen tq tremulous fourfcore J 

Hark, how the cuckoo mocks the village bells. 
The jay attend, a yery termagant 
That fcolds all day. Yes, fhe has wedded been 
A full three weeks, and would be maid again^ 

Obferve the glofly raven in the grafs 
Making rude courtfliip to his negro mate, 
O he's a flatterer, and in his fong, 
Jf fuch it may be caU'd, her charms reciteSt 
He tells her of her bofom black as jet, 
Her taper leg, her penetrating eye, 

I^er 
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Her length of beak, her foft and filky wing. 
Her voice fo tunable 3 then waddles round. 
Begins again, and hopes Ihe will be kind. 
But all in vain. Alarm'd, he claps his wing 
And flies s fhe much againfl: her will purfues, 

I love to fee the little goldfinch pluck 
The groundfirs feather'd feed, and twit and twit 1 
And then in bow'r of apple bloflfoms perch'd. 
Trim bis gay fuit, and pay us with a fong. 
I would not hold him pris'ner for the world. 

The chimney-haunting fwallow too, my eye 
And ear well pleafes. I delight to fee 
How fuddenly he flcims the glafly pool. 
How quaintly dips, and with a bullet's fpeed 
AVhiflcs by. I love to be awake, and hear 
His morning fong twittcr'd to young-eyed day. 

But mod of all it wins my admiration. 
To view the ftru^Sure of this little work, 

A bird's 
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A bird's neft. Mark it well, within, without. 
No tool, had he that wrought, no knife to cut. 
No nail to fix, no bodkin to infcrt. 
No glue to join ; his little beak was alL 
And yet how neatly finifh'd. What nice hand 
With ev'ry implement and means of art. 
And twenty years apprenticefhip to boot. 
Could make me fuch another ? Fondly then 
We boaft of excellence, whofe nobleft (kill 
Inftindtive genius foils. 

The bee obfervc ; 
She too an artift is, and laughs at man 
Who calls on rules the fightly hexagon 
With truth to form ; a cunning archited. 
That at the roof begins her golden work. 
And builds without foundation. How fhe toils. 
And ftill from bud to bud, from flow'r to flow'r. 
Travels the livelong day. Ye idle drones. 
That rather pilfer than your bread obtain • 

Bjr 
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By honeft means like thefe, look here, and learrt 

How good, how fair, how honourable 'tis 

To live by induftry. The bufy tribes 

Of bees fo emulous, are daily fed 

With heaven's peculiar manna, 'Tis for them. 

Unwearied alchymifts, the blooming world 

Neftarious gold diftils. And bounteous heav'n. 

Still to the diligent and aftive good. 

Their very labour makes the certain caufe 

Of future wealth. The litde traveller 

That toils fo chearfuUy from flow'r to flowV, 

For ever finging as fhe goes, herfelf 

Bears on her wings and thighs the genial dull 

The barren bloflbm needs, and the young feed 

Impregnates for herfelf, elfe unprolific. 

I cannot love thy art, hard-hearted man. 

That teaches to depopulate the hive. 

And with the death of thoufands win unhurt 

The precious treafures induftry had eam'd. 

O burglary, how bafe, and back'4 withal 

2 . With 
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With murder !' But what links of law can bind 
Imperious appetite, a haughty fteed. 
That having rang'd his pafture free as air, 
Difdains the bit, and mounted once again. 
Runs madly on, high overleaps all bounds. 
And flings his rider to an early grave. 

How peaceable and folemn a retreat 
This wood affords. I love to quit the glare 
Of fultry day for Ihadows cool as thefe. 
The fober twilight of this winding way. 
Lets fall a ferious gloom upon the mind 
That checks, but not appals. Such are the haimts 
RcKgion loves, a meek and humble maid 
Whofe tender eye bears not the bla2e of day. 
And herewidi Meditation hand in hand 
She walks, and fcils her often wounded heart 
Renewed and heard. Speak foftly, we intrude. 
A whifper is too loud for folitude 
So mute and ftill. . 

So 
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So have I gone at night,- • 

When the faint eye of day was hardly clos'd. 
And turn'd the grating key that kept the door 
Of church or chapel, to enjoy alone 
The mournful horrors that impending night 
And painted wmdows fhed, along the dark 
And fcarce to be diflinguilh'd aifle. My foot 
Has ftood and paus'd, half ftarded at the found 
Of it's own tip-toe pace. IVe held my breath. 
And been offended that my nimble heart . . 

Should throb fo. audibly. I would not hear 
Aught elfe difturb the filent reign of death. 
Save the dull ticking of a reftlefs clock. . • .• 

^at calls nie home, and leads the thoi^ghtful foiri ^ 
Through mazes of refleftion, dll ftie feels ^,y 

For what and whom fhe lives. Ye timid fair, 
I never faw the flieeted ghoft fteal by, , . . 

I never heard th' unprifon'd dead complain 
And gibber in my ear, though \ have lov'd 
The yawning time of night, and traycl'd round . 
. » And 



TUB tSLLAGM CVHaTI* 49^, 

And round again the manfion&^^of die dea4* 
Yet I have facardi what fancy cwdl might deem ■ 
Sufficient proof of both, the prowlimg owl 
Sweep by, dnd with a hideous flsriek awake 
The church-yard echo, and 1 too-have ftood - 
Harrow'd and fpeechlefs at the difitial foxsiid. ■- 
But here Ihe frights us not. .^uc)i:f06nes as diefe ^ 
No ghoft freqtients.^* If any fptritS here. 
They are as gendt as the eve o£ dayy 
And only coixie ^ turn our wand'iing fteps 
From lurking danger. With whac eafy grace 
This footway winds about. Shew me defigna 
That pleafe us more* What ftfid geometer 
Can carve his yew, his quickiet, or his box. 
To half its elegance ? I would not fee 
A thoufand paces on, nor have my way 
Too ftridtiy ferpentine. If there be art. 
Let it be hid in nature. Wind the path^ 
But be not bouxul to follow Hogarth's line. 
I grant it beauty, but too. often feen, 

E That 
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That beauty pkafes Dot, I love td^mee^.. . . • ; .- ;^ 
A fudden turn like :thi$, .l;hat:ftop$ nfei&iirtj, . :v : 
Extravagantly deYio\is>, and invites ^ . , 
Or up the Ml pr dw/i i then yvii\<fc ^gjain, . .' •• 
By reeling^dxunkarid trodx and all at. once.. . ; . -^JT 
Ends in gigieenriwdrfi wftggon way^j^bat iilce. . ^ . i 
Cathedral aifle oonriiJikatly.roofd with branches'^, i .. ,i 
Runs thro' tl^e^gjpgrtiyjvopd fipm.top to bottoo^^ ,•. 
And has at eithef , edcfed gPthii: doQf i. » ^.; ; : y.il 
Wide open., .Yet svft tarry.not,. ixor ^xcad- . :. in A 
With hardly fenfiMc advance thfiway .• .^ . -n . .. . -i 
That mocks our toil;.Jfcrut having :|;ae-d awhiic'. . i: ':* 
At the ftiU view belQW^> ihe living fcaicu -^ . ^ ^ : . 1" 
Inimitable nature has, hiang up ..; , -y^ \.'. . .j . ::J 
At the vault's cnd> M^'riifappcar again> " . . . . •. t' 
And follow ftill the flexile path, .conccalM: . .'.. A 
In fhady underwood. . .Nor.fon:ietimei^fcDPfl& . .;. u r 
Under the hjgh majcfticoak to fit, ....;. .. j I 
And comment on his leaC his branch> bis woct ... :C 

Paternally extended,; his yaft girthf , ^ l 

3 ^ And 
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And ampk hopp atotCr To him tihai kiy^ 

To walk with contemplation^ ev'iy leaf 

Affords a talb .cotiCludipg with ^ tnoral^ 

The very hazel faaa a tdague.io teach. 

The birch> the. maple, ;hpm-beaqi, l^ch> andafh.*^ 

But thefe detfiiQ,u$ njcit, for the' faint fun . ;• -; 
I^uts on a milder :Q0Vntenanc6j .amd jQcirt^ ^ 
The undulated cldnds^ that crols jiis way 
With glory vifiWe, r His i^le cppj?, 
Abd hik inroad difk,; tbo!. fgrvenp^ not intenie^ 
Foretells the near app)?Qach of rn^tron nig^t» 
Ye fiiTr retreat i- ^Ywr dropping powers need - 
WholcfiMTic refrefhment. Down the hedge-r^w padi 
We haften home, and only flack our Ipeed 
To gaze a mamcat «t:thc cuftom'd gap* 
£Fiiat'all fo unexpeiftedly prefents: 
Th^/dear cenilean proipe^i: down the rale* 
Difpers'd along the hot com flocks and herds. 
Hayricks and oottagos, befide a ftream 

E a That 
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That filverly mcMidcrs here and there 5 
And higher up, cofn-fields, and paftures, hopi^ 
And waving woods, and ttifts^ and lonely oaks. 
Thick inter(per«*4 as Nature beft was pleas'd. . 
I doukl not pafs this view, nor ftay to feaft,^ 
For all the wealth of Ind. Ingenious painter^ 
Why leave a laiid To delicately cloth'ii 
To gather beauties on ai foreign (hore t 
'Twas here niy Shakefpear caught his living art. 
And who can paint like him ? To Britifh eyes 
Shew Britifh beauties. Who Can cboofebut loveS 
Paint me the fair ones of my native iflfe ; 
Your canvafs Ihall have charmi no time can kilL. • 
The foreign belle, though fair, attrafb me noti- i .* 
*..».. J, ' 

Another nrK>ment paufe, and to the vale 
Look back from the calm height we tread. See wiietfe 
The gamefome fchool-boys, once again diftnifi-d^i .' 
Feel all the fweets of liberty, and drive 
The fpcedy hours away at the briflc game 

Of 
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Of focial cridcet« It delights me mucb ^ 

To fee them run, and hear the chcarful fhout / "" 

Sent up ifor victory— I cannot tell 

What rare cfft& the mingled found may yields 

Of huntfinen, hounds;, and horns, to the finn hf^ 

That never feels a pain for flying puis ; 

To me it gives a pleafure far more fweet. 

To bear the cry of infant jubilee 

Exulting thus. Here all is innocent, 

And free from pain, which the refounding chajfe, ^ 

With aU its fturdy clamours cannot drown; 

E'en tho' it pour along a thundering peaU 

Strong as the deep artijlisry of hpav'n. 

Now turn, and from the pleafant fummit view 
Akanor's cell. Before, the garden fee 
So trim and fpruce; behind, the vafl donuin 
Of cow and truant poney, that approves 
AU paftures but his own* Seca thro' the trees, 

E3 Xt 



It fcems, mdhmksy.a parti-cblour'd ipbt - 
Upon a:6a5^1er tittle Mifs ha5 work'd : - 

To ple^fe her grandam, L^vc it ftill, ye fajr^p' - 
Enjoy it ftill, Alcanon Here who will 
Mayifcel i fatisfe(3;ion truly fweet. 
That York or JUanibcth cannot give* Who ftrays^ 
Shall taile a thoiifand paiiis unfelt at home. 
We fondly think the land of happinefs 
Is any where but. here. And fo we quit 
The little hlils we own for Icfs, and le^rn 
From paioful circumftance^j the more we ftray. 
The more \ye want relief. The. troubled he^t 
That harbours ^fcontent, feedsa djfeafe 
No change of place, no medicine caq cure, 
Happy the nun. who truly loves his'home^ 
And never wanders farther fronrt his doOr 
Than we have, gone tQ-day j who feels his heart 
Still drawing homeward, and delights like u& 
Once mo<:5e ta reft hi$ foot opi his own threjftiold. * . ' 

' .;^ Alcanor, 
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Alcanor, Julia, Xfabel, Eliza, 
Here let m paufe, and ere flill night advance* 
To £hut the books t>[ heav'n^ look back and &c * 
What commendable aft has fprung to-day. 
Ah ! who can boaft? The little good we do 
In all the years of life wUl fcarcc outweigh • *► 

The follies of an hour. Let this fiiffice;. 
We had a heart that was indin'd to dk). 
Much better thaa wc did. 

.Adieu, ye fair^ 
We leave you, to your taflc, nor jgive you aid 
As wont^ Rear'd by your hands alone, the flbw'r 
Shall have a ruddier bluih, a fweeter fragrance 
Alcanor come, and let us once again 
JDefcend into the valley^ and enjoy 
The fober peace of the ftill fummer^s eve. 
We have no blufh to lofe ; our freckled cheek 
The fun not blifters, nor the night-dew Wafts. 
Such is the time the mufing poet lovies. 

E 4 Now 



56 THB VILIiAGE CURATE* 

Now vigorous imagination teems, , \ . 
And, warm with meditation, brings to birth 
Her admirable thought. I love to hear 
The filent.rook to the high wood make way 
With hifling wingj to mark the wanton moufe. 
And fee him gambol round the primrofe head, 
•Till the ftill owl comes fmoothly failing by. 
And with a (hrill to-whit breaks oiF his dance. 
And fends him fcouring home i to hear the our 
Of the night-loving partridge, or the fwell 
' Of the deep ciirfew from afar. And now 
It plcafei me to mark the hooting owl. 
Perched on the naked hop-pole, to attend 
The diftan? cataraft, or farmer's cur 
That bays the nprthern lights or rifing moon. 
Then let me fteal along the woody lane. 
To hear thy fpng fo various, gentle bird, . 
The queen of night, tranfporting Philomel j 
I name thee not to give my feeble lines 
^ grace elfe \y3i.nted, for J loye thy fopg|. 



And 
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And often have I ftood to hear thee fing. 

When the clear moon> with Cytherean fmilc, 

flmerging from an eaftern cloud, has fliot 

A look of pure benevolence and joy 

Into the heart of night. Yes, I have ftood 

And ^nnark'd thy varied note, and frequent paufe. 

Thy brifk and n^elancholy mood, with heart 

Sincerely pleased. And, Oh! methought, no note 

Can equal thine, fweet bird, of all that fing. 

How eafily the chief! Yet have I heard 

What pleafes me ftill mor j : the human voice 

In ferious fweetnefs flowing from the heart 

Of unaffcfted woman. I could hark 

Till the round world diflblv'd, to the pure ftrain 

iLove teaches, gently Modefty infpires. 

Put teaze me not, ye felf-conceited fools, 

Who with a loud, infufFerable fquall 

Iftfult our ears, or hum a noifelefs tune 

Pifdaining to be heard i the while ye grin, 

To fbew a fet of toetb newly r^pair'd. 

Or 
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Or Ihrink and flirug, to make the crowdlidmirc ; /. 
Your ftrange grimaces praftis'd at the glafs, 
O ! I abhor it. Ihad rather hear 
A pedjar'5 kit bricrape a dancing dog. 

Melodious blrd^ good night; good night Alcanor. 
JLtt us not trcfpafs on the hours of reft. 
For we muft fteal from morning to repay them. 
And who would Jofe the animated fmile 
Of dawning day, for th' wftere frow/i of night? -^ 
I grant her well accoutred in her fuit 
Of dripping fable;, powder'd thick with ftars. 
And much applaud her a$ ftxe paffes by 
With a replenifli'^d horn on either hrow; 
But more I love to fee awaking day 
Rife with a flufter'd cheek s a careful maid 
That fears flie has outflept the 'cuftom'd hour. 
And leaves her chamber bluftiing. Hence to reft ^ 
I will not prattle longer to detain you 
Under the dewy canopy of night. 

So 
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So have I iung Alcanoi- and the fair. 
Thro' the flow^ walk and Icpg beloiter'd day * 
Of early fummer. Let him read that will -, 
And blame me not, if in an afternoon 
I hardly ftray a fingle mile, from home. 
It is my humour. Let him fpeed that will. 
And fly like cannon-fhot from poft to poll j 
I love to ftop, and quit thepublic road. 
To gain a fummit, take a view, or pluck 
An unknown bloflbm. What if I difmount, 
And leave my fteed to graze the while I fit 
Under the pleafant lee, qr idly roam 
Athwart the psrflure, . diligent to mark 
What pafTes' nei^t i 'Ti§ Englifh blopd that flows 
Under the azure covert of thefe veins. 
J love my liberty j and if I fing. 
Will fing to pleafe myfelf, bound by no rule^ 
The fubjeft of no law.— I cannot think 
The path of excellence is only hit 
By fervile imitation. In a path 
'Peculiarly his own great Handel went. 



i 
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And juftly merits our applaufc, tho' not - 
The Homer of his art. In a new path 
Went Shakcfpear, nobly launching forth. 
And who {hall fay he has not found perfeSion, 
Tho* not a Sophocles. Ye (hallow wits. 
Who bid w coaft it in the learned track. 
Nor quit the fight of fhore, there is in art 
A world unknown, whofe treafures only he 
Shall fpy, and well dcferve, who proudly fcorn$ 
The withered laurel, and exulting fteers 
Far from the cuftom'd way. My flender bark 
Perchance has rufti'd into a boift'rous fea 
That foon fhall overwhehn her : yet I fear 
No ftorms the furious ekments can roufe, 
And if I fail, fliall deem it ntbh ftiU 
To founder in a brav^ attempt. Once more 
The cheerful breeze fets fair i we fill our fail 
And feud before it* When the critic ftarts. 
And angrily unties his bags of wind. 
Then we lay to, and let the Waft go by. 

AT 
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jhLT once we rulh into the heart of June, 
And find Alcanor at the iloon of day 
Laborious in his garden. The warm fun 
Is clouded, and the flu6tuating breeze 
Calls him from nicer labour^ to attend 
The vcgetjable progrefs. Mark we now 
A thoufand great efFeds that Ipring from toil, 
Unlung before. The martial pea obferve, • 
In fquare banaUpn rang'd, line after line 
Succeflive ; the gay bean, her hindmoft ranks 
Stript of their bloffoms ; the thick-fcatter'd bed 
Of fopori$c lettuce i the green hill 
Cover'd with cucumbers. All thefe and more. 
As carrots, parfnips, onions, cabbages. 
Potatoes, turnips, radifhes, my Mufe 
Difdains not. She can ftray.well-pleas'd, and pluck 

The 
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The od'rous leaf of marj'ramj baum> or mint j 
Then fmile to think how near the neighbourhood 
Of rue and wormwood, in her thoughtful eye 
Refembling life, that ever thus brings forth 
In quick fucceflidn bitter things and fweef. ' 
Nor fcorns flie to obferve the thriving fege^ 
That well becomes the^'^rden of a clerks 
The wholefomc catrtomile, and fragrant thyme* 
All thefe thy pains, Akanor, propagate^- • • 

Support, and feed. Lietthe fat Do6tor laughs* 
Who only toils tafatisfy the calls - - *- 

Of appetite infatiate, and retires, - •••'- • 
Good honeft foul, offended at the worldy- - . • - 
Of purfe devotion,, to his pipe and p6t, <'- * 
And whiffe and ileeps Kis idle hours away#-- 
O ! let him laugh. A life of labour yields , • • * 
Sweeter enjoyment than his gouty limbs' 
Have fenfe to feel. 'It gives the body health,- 
Agility, and ftrength^ and makes it proof 
Againft the fang of pain.« It Hops the courfc • 

Of 
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Of prodigal ctont^on, fcares away 

The fey the of wne^ ipid wrns th? dart of death* 

And hence thcimiod unwonted force derives % . . . i 

Recruited oft by Ubour> to her work . . ' : 

Strong as a giant fhe returns^ and jrolls. 

Her Sifypha^n ball with wondVou; ^afe 

Up to the nnount^ift'^ top* O fq^.t-h^fool 

Ofpoefy andjwitl Then. follow ftiU-o- ; . : . / -; 

The happy ,talki. nor fcorn to fe^l, Akanor> :\ 

How pafling grateful 'tis to reap, the ;fruits .i\ 

Of willing toil« The board of ioduftry. 

By her own labour frugally fupplicd^ ^ 

Gives to her food an admirable zefl>: . . /«> 

Unknown to mdolence^ that half ail^e^ 

With palatclefs indiflFcrence furrcy* . : ._ 

The fmoking feaft ujf plenty. . o^j // > 

; . I have ftray'd . : ^ 

Wild as the mountain bee,= and cuUUa fwee«u ^ . n i 
From ev'ry. flow'r that beautified myt wayi .. ; : \ : *' 

: ,. Aht 



Ah ! how could I forget thy charms fo long^ . j 

Surpafllng i)orothjr> the fwcetcft thing ^ 

Thefe bitter times afford. O le^-me feek . ::/. 

Thee faireft, fouleft of the human race. 

And fing thy Iteautie^,- lifce the ftinglefs drone. 

That, driven from the hive, a ref»g^ feeks 

In the dank fewer or fene of Cloacinl . : c 

See where (he goes with vaft becomihg ftrldcfSi -' 

And nnan*^like majefty, - fWingiftg her arms. 

Alternate pendiilunaifi that heavily ' ^ '- 

Move to and fro> asl havefeeri ii4 towns . . ^ -w 

The handles of a pump. Who would not love i -*''. 

Celeftial maid, ray charming non«-pareil, . 

Turn to the fupplicating voices that wooes, ' 

And filed one fweet and foul-reviving iinilc 

Upon a captive poet. Let me fee . . 

Yet once again the formidable row. 

From car. to car, of never- cleanfed teeth 

In faSran unifornu O let me fee 

Thy broad hyftcric gruiy thy (hining facc^ 

And 
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And gr«afy locks^ nor ever follow thus 

Unheard, thy flip-fhod and undarned heel. 

Come, let nme place thee by the flaunting belle 

That trips it lightly to the city ball. 

Stay, airy madam, why fo hafty ? ftay. 

And learn who bell deferves, or thou, or fhe. 

Is Dorothy uncleanly ? fo art thou. 

Her teeth are all her own, thine falfe and borrow'd. 

And ihould ihe to a meagre dentift pawn 

The comely row, 'tis ten to one thy lips 

Receive them next. O filthy ufuipatipn ! 

Who dares approach the lips of Dorothy, 

Shall find no doubt a healthful breath behind. 

Who thee falutes, by that f^ir mouth induc'd^ 

Shall be aftounded at the foetid (tench 

That iflues frcnn it. Health and youth are fled^ 

And all their odors gone, fcduc'd away 

By late debauch. Say, is that cheek thine own^ 

Or borrow'd from the pencil ? Has no art 

Been bufy there to make the rofe revive ?. 

F Is 
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Is all that fairnefs thine ? No, Iqualid wretcfi^ 

Thy hue is hateful : — But for thy perfumes. 

And the kind aid of paint and fweet pomade. 

We Gould not live within a thoufand leagues 

Of fuch a fearful peft. The fliining face 

Of gracelefs Dorothy, tho^ far, far fhort 

Of what we deem moft fair and worthy touch. 

Outdoes thy plaifter'd cheek, as much as Ihe 

May be herfelf outdone. Thofe greafy locks. 

That hang in ropes from her once- whiter Cap, 

Grew on the head they grace. But wftere grew thine ? 

Bought of fome loufy wench that would have bread ' 

Nor be at pains to earn it, or purIoin*d 

At midnight hour from a new-buried corpfe. 

In rags is Dorothy, in filk art thou; 

But fhe in rags is honeft i knavifli, lewd> 

And difcontent art thou, tho^ clad in filk. 

Change drefs, and who exceb ? Or fearch the miirf. 

And fee who triumphs there ? It may be thine 

To fpeak a dialeft to her unknown. 

To 
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To lilpin terms of faihion^ and ttuil 

A few mean fcraps of French j but, truft me, Ihc 

Her native language underftanda aswdl^ 

Lefs taught. She too cm boaft a ftofe as large- 

Of ufeful knowledge, for ye bodi have none. 

But ignorance in her was the hard lot- 

Of ftrift neceflity : — She could not buy 

Golden improvement, for fhe finds the day 

Scarce equal to her toil, tho- all*fh« afks i 

Be Wwd. In you diftafte and idb^nefs. 

Money arid time ill-fpent, were all the caufe. • 

Thy care was only to be gay^ without, ^ 

And b^;garly within. For wW know you 

Of Virtue, or Religioni or au^t elfe ^^ » 

Deferving praife ? You write, perhaps, and read t 

To what good purpofc ? To corrupt the fotil. 

And give it back to him who gave it you. 

So fpotted, as to make his angels blulh. 

And caufe the Deity himfclf to turn ^ 

And hide his counjpnance. O blame not time ! 

F 2 Thjt 
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The mind that thirfts no obftacle can thwart. 
It has a thotifand (hifts to fink the mine 
And purify its gold. You may be ftiff. 
And look on Dolly with difdainful eye. 
But fhe's your equal here, and you muft ftand 
Much after her in heav'n. 

Is there a man 
For wifdom eminent ? feek him betirtcs. 
He will not fliun thee, though thy frequent foot 
Wear out the pavement at his door. Ye fair. 
Be fedulous to win the nnan of: fenfe; 
And fly tie epipty fooL Shame the dull boy 
Who leaves at college what he learnt at fchool. 
And whips his academic hours away, 
Cas'd in unwrinkled buck-lkin and tight boots. 
More ftudious of his hunter than his books. 
O ! had ye fenfe to fee what powder'd apes 
Yc oft admire, the idle boy for fhamc 
Would lay his racket and histiiaft afi|le. 



And 
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And love his tutor and his defk^ Time was 
When evVy woman was a judge of arms 
And military explpit: 'twas an age 
Of admirable heroes. And time was 
When women dealt in Hebrew, Latin, Greek; 
No dunces then, but all were deeply learned* 
I do not wifli to fee the female eye 
Wafte all its luftre at the midnight lamp ; 
I do not wiih to fee the female cheek 
Grow pale with application. Let their care 
Be to preferve their beauty ; that fecur'd. 
Improve the judgment, that fhe loving fair 
May hav^ 9H eye to know the man of worth. 
And keep fepure thp jewel of her ehajrms 
Frojfl hiiji that ill defcrves^ Let the fpruce beau, 
That lean, fweet-fceated, and palav'rous fool. 
Who talks of honour and his fword, and plucks 
The man that dares advife him by the nofe > 
That puny thirjg that hardly crawls about, 
JRedii^'d by wine ajcid women, yet drinks on# 

F 3 And 
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And vapours loudly o'er His glafs, rcfolv'd 

To tell a tale of ndthing, and outfwear 

The northern tempcft> kt that fool, I fay, • 

Look for a-wife in vain> ind live dcfpis'd, 

I would that ill the fair ones of this ifle 
Were fuch as one I knew. Peace to her foul. 
She lives no more. And I a genius need 
To paint her as fhe was. Moft like, methinks. 
That amiable maid the poet drew. 
Stealing a glance from heav'n, and call'd her Portia. 
Happy the man, and happy fure he was. 
So wedded. Bleft with her, he wander'd not 

To feek for happinefs ; 'twas his at home. 

How often have I paus'd, and chain'd my tongue, 

To hear the mufic of her fober words ! 

How often have I wonder'd at the grace 

Inftruftion borrowed from her eye and cheek ! 

Surely that maid is wordi a nation's gold. 

Who has fuch rich refources in hcrfelf 

For 
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From them Ihe rears. A mother well informed 

Entails a blefling on her infant charge 

Better than riches ; an unfailing crufe 

She leaves behind her, which the fafter flows 

The more 'tis drawn ; where evVy foul may feed. 

And nought diminifli of the public ftock. 

Shew me a maid fb fair in all your ranks. 
Ye crowded boarding-fchools. Are ye not apt 
To. taint die infant mind, to point the way 
To faftiionable folly, ftrew with flow*rs 
The path of vice, ^nd teach the wayward chijd 
Extravagance and pride? Who learns in you 
To be the prudent wife, the pious mother ? 
To be her parents' ftaflT, or hufband's joy? . 
'Tis you diffolve the links that once held faft 
Domeftic happinefs. 'Tis you untie 
The matrimonial knot j 'tis you diyide 
The parent and his child. O ! 'tis to you 
We owe the ruin of our de^reft hlifs. 

F 4 The 



'^^ THE VILLAGB CtTKATE. 

The beft inftruiflor for the growing lafs 
Is fhe that bare her. Let her firft be taught. 
And we fhall fee the path of virtue fmooth 
With often treading. She can beft difpenfe 
That frequent medicine the foul requires. 
And make It grateful to the tongue of youth, 
By mixture of afFeftion. She can charm 
When odiers fail, and leave the work undone. 
She will not faint, for fhe inftrufts her own. 
She will not torture, for fhe feels hcrfelf. 
So education thrives, and the fweet maid 
Improves in beauty, like the fliapelefs rock 
Under the fculptor's chifel, till at length 
She undertakes her progrefs thro' the world, 
A woman fair and good, as child for parent. 
Parent for child, or man for wife could wifh. 
Say, man, what more delights thee than the fair ? 
What fhould we not be patient to endure 
If they command ? We rule the noify world. 
But they rule «s. Then tcacjx them how to guide. 

Ana 
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And hold the rein with judgment. Their applaufc 
May once again rcftore the quiet reign 
Of virtue, love, and peace, and yet bring back 
The blufti of folly, and the Ihame of vice^ 

I ride without a rein, and thence it is 
My ambling Pcgafu* oft turns afide. 
And quits the publick way for the cool lane. 
Or bears me to the door of many a fool 
I had not elfe obferv'd. No wonder then 
I rap fo loudly at your gilded doors. 
Ye female guides, that lead our lairibs aftrayj 
And bid you be at home, ye thoughtlefs dames. 
Who truft your offspring with the hungry wolf. 
Once more I turn, and once again obferve 
Alcanor in his garden ; not alone. 
For Ifabd is there. The day declines. 
And now the falling fun offends them not. 
She rears the fainting floW'r, and feeds its root. 
Ye botanifts, I Cannot f^k like youj^ 

An4' 
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And give to ev'ty flow'r its name and rank. 

Taught by Linnseus ; yet I find in all 

Or known or unknown, in the garden rais'd. 

Or nurtured in the hedge-row, or the field, 

A fecret virtue, that attradts my eye 

And meliorates my heart. And much I love 

To fee the fair one bind the draggling pinkj 

Cheer the fweet rofe, the lupin, and the ftock, , ^ 

And lend a ftaff to the ftill gadding pea. 

I cannot count the number of .the ftars. 

Nor call them by their names, much lefs relate 

What vegetable tribes Alcanor loves. 

The fair ones rear, I will not fwell my fong 

With the proud lift of forces led from Greece, 

Or angels tumbled headlong into helU 

Yet let me praife the garden-loving maid. 

Who innocently thus concludes the day. 

Ye fair, it well becomes you. Better thus 

Cheat time away, than at the crowded rout, 

Ruflling in filk, in a fmall room, clofe-pcnt. 

And 
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And heated e*en to fufion; made to breathe 
A rank contagious* air, and fret at whift. 
Or fit afide to fneer and whifper fcandal. 

In fuch a filent, cool, and wholefome hour. 
The Author of the world came down from Heav'n 
To walk in Paradife, well picas'd to mark 
The harmlefs deeds of new-created man. 
And fure the filent, cool, and wholefome hour 
May ftill delight him, our atonement made. 
Who knows but as we walk he walks unfccn. 
And fees, and well approves the cheerful tafk 
The fair one loves; he breathes upon the pink 
And gives it odori touches the fweet rofe 
And makes it glow, beckons the ev'ning dew 
And fheds it on the lupin and the pea : 
Then fmiles on her, and covers all her cheek 
With gay good humour, happincfs, and health. 
So all are palling fweet, and the young Eve 
Feels all her pains rewarded, all her joys 

2 Perfea 
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Perfcft and unimpair'd. But who can love. 
Of heav'nly temper, to frequent your walks. 
Ye fafhion-loying belles. The human foul 
Your pcftilent amufements hates; how then 
Shall he approve, who cannot lopk on guijt ? 

So day by day Alcanor and the fair 
Attend the garden ftudious, foon as eve 
Her cooling odors fheds, and the large fun 
Grow$ dim, and ihoots hi$ mellow ji^ys oblique. 

Nor thefe the only pleafures fummer yields. 
They often wander at the clofe of day 
Along the fhady lanc;^ or thro' the wood. 
To pluck the ruddy ftrawbcrry, or fmell 
The perfum'd breeze that all the fragrance fteals 
Of honey-fuckle, bloflbm'd beans, or clover i 
Or haply rifles from the new-made rick 
The hay's fweet pdor, or the fweeter breath 
Of farmer's yard, where the ftill patient cow 

Stands 
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Stands o'er the plcxitcous milk-pail ruminant. 
Sometimes tjicy ftray at higheft noon, when day . 
His garifli eye has veil'd, and idly range 
The new-mown pafture, mark the diftant forge 
Deep in the valley, jutting its low roof 
Againft the dream, clofe by the trickling floodgate. 
And thither turn their fteps. I love to fee 
How hardly fotnc their frugal morfcl earn s 
It gives my own a zed:, and ferves to damp 
The lon^g appetite of difcontent* 

See^ pale and hollow-eyed, in his blue ibirt. 
Before the fcorching furnace, reeking (lands 
The weary fmitlu A tbund'riog water-wheel 
Alternately uplifb his pondVous pair 
Of roaring bellows. He tormems the coal 
And ftirs the melting ore, till all rctulv*d 
Into aperfefthimp; then ieizcs (ad 
With his ftroDg forceps the unwieldy mzfi, 

And 
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And drags it glowing to the anviK Eye 

Can fcaH^oc attend it, fi> iatenfc tht heat* 

He bears it all, and with one arm lets loofe • 

Th' itnpatient ftream. The heavy wheel moVes round, 

And ever and' again lets fall the loud ' • 

And awful hammer, that confounds the ear> 

p 
And makes the firm eanb fbake. He turns the niafsy 

And works it into Aapej till cooler grown. 

He ftops^bis wheel, and once again provokes 

The dying cinders> and his half-done work 

Buries in fire. Again he drags it forth. 

And once more lifts it to the fturdy anvil. 

There beaten long, Shd often turn'd, at length 

'Tis done. He bears khifling to the lights 

An iron bar. Behold it well. What is't/ 

But a juff emblem of the lot of virtue. 

For in this naughty world (he cannot live, 

Nor ruft.contraa, nor mingle with alloy. 

So the great Judge, to make her worthy heav*n. 

Submits 
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Submits her to the furnace and the anvil 5 

'Till niolten^ bruis'd,.and batter'dj ftie becomes 

Spotlefs and pure, and leaves her drofs behind. 

And who fliall grieve, and think his lot fcvere 
Who well confiders this ? The flaving fmith. 
That wipes Kis flowing brow fo faft, his bread 
Earns at the bitter coft, expence of health. 
In fumncTcr's hotteft day he feeds his forge. 
And ftands exposed to the diftrefsful fire 
That almcfft broils him dead. Yet what complaii^t 
Makes he at fortune ? He is well content 
To toil at his itiferrial work, and breathe 
A torrid atmofphere, fo he may earn 
A fcant fubfiftendc in this pinching world. 
Ye idle rich, confidcr this^ nor aim 
At places, penfionsi titles, coronets. 
Ye lazy clerks, confider this, nor fuc 
For benefices, canbnries> and mitres. 
All might inherit eafe, would they not long 

Ta 
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To fill a bravier office, and at times 

Look down, and fee how hard the drudging poof 

Toils. fqr a bare fubfiftence. Be content. 

And happinefs fhall turn and follow you. 

But (he is coy as the unwcdded maid. 

And he that follows her is vext in vain. 

And niay purfue for ever.. Let her fly j 

Shy fool, I follow not. If thou relent, 

Feaft at my board, and be a welcome gueft* 

So Summer glides along, and happy he 
Who like Alcanor holds occafipn faft. 
And, duty done, enjoys the fummer loui^e. 

So have I wander'd.ere thofe days were paft 
That childhood calls her own. Ah ! happy days 
That recolicdtion loves, , unftain'd with vice. 
Why were ye gone fo foon ? Did I jpot lov< 
To quit my deft: and ramble in the field> 
To gather aufterc berries from the bulh, 

Ot 
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Or leanch the coppice for thc^^luft'rihg nut ? ' 

Did I not always with a fhout applaud, i ^ ' 

That welcome voice the holiday «hneftmc*d ? • 

Say, you that knew me, you that faw me oft 

Shut up my book elate, and daiice for joy, 

O liberty ! how paffing fweet ait thou 

To him that labours at the cohfentf oar 

Sorely relu6bant, to the pining boy 

That loves enlargement, • and abhors his chain. 

So on thy banks too, Ifis, have I ftray'^d, 
A taflfcrd ftudent. • Witnefs you that fliar^d 
My morning walk, tny ramble at h^h noon. 
My evening voyage, an unlkilflil tar. 
To Godftow bound, or fomc inferior port. 
For ftrawberries and cream. What have we found 
In life's aufterer hours, deleftable 
As the long day fo loitered ? O ye grave 
And ferious heads, who guard the twin retreats 
Of Britilh learning, give the honcft boy 

- G His 
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His due indulgence. Let him range the ficldj|» 

Frequent the publick walk, and ftoutly tug 

The ever-yielding oar* Sut mark him well. 

And if he turn afide to vice or foUy, 

Shew him the rod, and let him feel .you prize 

The parentis happinefij the public good* 

And you, ye thoughtkfs young, deena it not hard 

If old experience check your wild career. 

And call you home to think. Love the kind hand 

That fteadily correfts, and be not apt 

To leave the ftodent's for the jocko's part. 

To drefs, to fwear, to gamble, whore, and drink. 

For fo the taylor, gamefter, rogue, and punk. 

The cook, the furgeon, and die vintner thrive. 

Learning decays, and the book-vender ftarvesi 

Save only he that reading circulates. 

And earns a living of the fmarting boy. 

Who all day long lies writhing on his couch. 

Repentant, feeding his diftemper'd mind 

With plays and novels. Will ye thus repay 

J Parental 



THE VILLAGE CURATE. S 

l^arental goodncli i Will ye thus apply 
Parental bounty ? Who can wonder then. 
The parent's curfe on Aloia-mater lights. 
And the wide world re-echoes with the foi^ 
Of terrible reproach.. For who can live 
And not condenui, who fees the fwa^'ring dunce. 
The knave, the drunkard, and the debauchee. 
Mix with the facred band of God's apoftks ? 



JNOW fcomes July, and with his fervid noon 
Unnerves the hai^ of toil. The mower fleeps 
The fun-burnt maid rakes feebly — the hot fwain 
Pitches his load reludant— the faint fleer, 
Laihing his fides, draws fulkily along 
The flow encunibcr'd wain. The hedge-row now . 
Delights, or the flill 0iade of filept lane, . • .: 

G 2 Or 
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Or cool impending arbor, there to read. 
Or talk and laugh, or meditate and deep. 

There- kfi me fit i» fee the brewing ftorm 
CoUeft its diiiky horrors, and advaftcc 
To bellow fternly in the ear of night 5 
To fee th* Almighty eleftrician Gome> 
Making the clouds his chariot/ - Who can ftand 
When he appears ? The confcious creature flies. 
And fkulks away, afraid to fee his God 
Charge and recharge his dreadful battery. 
For who fo pure his lightning might not blaftj 
And be the meffenger of juftice ? Who 
Can ftand exposed, and to his judge, exclaim, 
* My heart is cleanfed, turn thy ftorm away/ 
Fear not, ye fair, who with tlje naughty world 
Have feldom mingled. Mark the rolling flxjrm. 
And let me hear you tell, i;^hen morning comes, 
With^hat trcnaendous howl the furious blaft 
Blew the large ihow'r in heavy cataipaft 
*** Againft 
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Againft your window; how the keen, the quick, ;- 
And vivid lightning quiver'd oA your bed> 
And how the deep artillery of heav'n 
Broke loofe, and fhbok your coward habitation. 
Fear not j for if a life of innocence, * •." 

And that which we deem virtue here below, r 

Can hold the forky bolt, ye may prefume 
To look and live. Yet be not bold, but Ihew 
Some pious dread, fome grave aftoniftiment. 
For all our worthy deeds arc nothing worth, 
And if the folemn tempeft cut us fhort 
In our beft houf, we are in debt to heav'n. 

So when the trumpet blew. and waxing loud 
And louder ftill, became exceeding loud^ 
That all the people trembled, and the mount 
Smok'd at the touch of God, and (hook, a voice 
Commanded priefts and people to beware^ 
Not to break thro' and gaze, left the pure God, 
.% G 3 Whofc 
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Whofc fpotlcfs. nature cannot brook the fight 
^Of aught unfanftified, break forth and flay. 

The ftorm fubfided, and the day begun. 
Who would not walk along the fandy way. 
To fnnell the ftiowcr's fragrance, fee the fun 
With his flieer eye afcend the zenith joyous, 
Mark the ftill-rumbling cloud crowding away 
Indignant, and enjbrace tl^e gentle breeze. 
That idly wantops with the dewy leaf. 
And fliakes the pearly rain-drop to die groimd. 
How fweet the incenfe of reviving flftw'rs I 
Ye muft abroad, ye fair. The angry night 
Has done you ntiifchief. Ev*ry plapt will need 
Your kindly hand to rear its falling head. 

Come hot St. Swithin with a cloudy face, 
Ill-ominous ; for old tradition fays, 
If Swithin weep, a deluge will enfue, 
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A forty days of rain. The Iwain belieres. 
And blelTes fultry Swithin if he finiles^ 
But curfcs if he frowns. So crazy dames 
Teach the apt boy a thouTand ugly figns. 
Which riper judgment cannot (hake afide. 
And fo the path of life is rough indeed. 
And the poor boy feels double fmart, compelled 
To trudge it barefoot on the naked flint. 
For what is judgment and the mind inform^d^ 
Your chriftian amiour, golpel-preparationj 
8ut fandals for the feet^ that dread with eafe^ 
Nor feel thofe harlh afperides of life. 
Which ignorance and fuperftition dread. 
I much admire we ever fhould complain 
That life is (harp and painful, when ourfelves 
Create the better half of all our woe. 
Who can he blame who Ihudders at the fight 
Of his own candle, and foretels with grief 
A winding} fheet ? who ilarts at the red cpal 
That bmincps from his fire, and picks it np^ 

G 4 His 
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His hair on en^, ,gE coffib ? fpills.his ialt. 
And dreads difafter ?, dreams of plcafanc fields^ 
And fmells a corpfe ? ajid ever Ihuns with care 
The unpropitious hOur to pare his naik ? 
Such fears but ill become a foul that diinks. 
Let time bring forth what heavy plagues it wilL 
Who;paia anticipates, that pain feels twice. 
And often feels. in vain. Yet, tho' I blame 
The man who with too bufy eye unfolds 
The page of time, ^d reads his lot anaifs, 
I can applaud to fee the fmiling maid. 
With pretty fuperftition pluck a rofe,. 
And lay it by till Chriftmas. I can look 
With much coii^lacency on all her arts 
To knojw the future hufband. Yes, ye fair, 
I deem it good to ftcal from years to come 
A Ihare pf happinefs. We could not live. 
Did we not hope to morrow would produce 
A better lot than we. enjoy to-day. 
Hope is the (Jear^eft med'cine of the foul, 

. A fwect 
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A fweet oblivious antidote, that heals 
The better half of all the pains of life. 

• # 
Now o'ei his corn, the fturdy farmer looks. 
And fwell? with fatisfadion, to behold 
The plenteous harveft that repays his toil. 
We too are gratified, and feel a joy- 
Inferior but to his, partakers all 
Of the rich bounty Providence has ftrew'd 
In plentiful profufion o'er the field. 
Tell nme ye fair, Alcanor tell me, what 
Is to the eye more cheerful, to the heart 
More fatisfadtive, than to look abroad. 
And from the window fee the reaper ftrip. 
Look round, and put his fickle to the wheat ? 
Or hear the early mower whet his fcythe. 
And fee where he has cut his founding way. 
E'en to the utmoft edge of the brown field 
Of oats or barley ? What delights us more. 
Than ftudioufly to trace the vaft efFefts 
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ow fbon the plenteous year has jBbed Ker fruits^ 

nd waits the flow approach of furly Winter. 
H 

"*' One labour more the cheerful hand awdts; 
Then the glad year is done. We feize with joy 
The precious interval, and fhape our walk 
At early evening down the meadow path ; 
Till funk into the vale, faft by the brook 
We Ipy the blooming hop, and with light heart - 
The glorious garden enter. Tell me not^ 
Ye who, in love with wealth, your days confume 
Pent up in city ftench, and fmoke, and filth ; 
O tell me not of aught magnificent 
Or fair as this, in all your public walks. 
What are the charms your Ranelagh affords 
Compared with ours ? Search all your gardens round. 
Ye (hall not find e'en at your boafted Vaux 
A haunt fo neat, fo elegant as this. 
Long let us ftray, and frequently repeat / 
Our evenings homage to the blooming hop. 

Sparp 
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Spare him,/ye fwains, pcrniciDus infects fpar^, . *. ; 

Ye howling tempefts, come not near rtiy joy,. , 

But let him feahg till I have gaz'd my fill* . 

Then Ihall he fall, and his gay hooours Ihed, . ; " 

And your forbearance plenteoufly repay 

With his abundant gold. Long let us ftray,. 

Enjoy the grateful covert, and admire 

The one continued clufter overrhead ^ 

Of bloflbms interwoven, and depending 

E'en to the touch and fmell. Lx)ng let us ftray. 

And ever as we come to the flat mead 

And quit the garden with reluftance, then 

When we behold the fmiling valley fprcad 

In gay luxuriance far before ys, flbeep 

And oxen grazing, till the eye is. ftaid, . ^ 

The finuous prqlpeft turning froni the view, . 

And all above us to the right and left 

Enchanted woodland to the topnaoft hill. 

Then let the village bells, as often wont. 

Come fwelling on the breeze, and to the fun 

a Half.fet, 
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Half-fet, ring merrily thcincy'ning round* 
I aflc not for the caufe^ It matters not 
What fwain is wedded^ what gay lafs is bound 
To love for ay, to cherifti and obey* 
It is enough for me to hear the found 
Of the remote exhilarating pealj 
Now dying all away^ now faintly heatd. 
And now with loud and mufical relapfe 
Its mellow changes pouring on the ear* 

So have I flood at eve on Ifis* banks^ 
To hear the merry Chrift-church bells ring rounds 
So have I fat too in thy honoured fhades 
Diftinguifli'd Magdalen, on Cherwell's brink. 
To hear thy filver Wolfey tones fo fweq^t* 
And fo too have I paus'd and held my oar. 
And fuffer'd the flow ftream to bear me hoifte^ 
No Ipccd required while Wykeham's peal wiis up* 



NOW 
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Now let September and Odaber come. 
Twin months of flaughter. Perfecution ilarts^ 
And ere the dewy day be half awake 
Begins her bloody work. The fields are throng'd 
With licens'd murderers, who flay for fport. 
So when the jealous Herod gave, the word. 
The cruel ruffian thirfted for the; blood 
Of helplefs innocents. And fo the fword^ 
Another Herod reigning, was let loofe. 
To fpill the blood of fleeping Hugonots. 
Alcanor joins them not. He envies none 
The plcafures of the field, and much admires 
To hear the fquabble and the loud harangue. 
And all for gamej to fee the Britifh foul 
So puny grown, it quarrels for a feather. 

Tift 
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'Tis a mean wretch, and fcarce deferves to live 
That cannot find amufements void of pain. 

O undeferving parent, that negledls 
To train the infant boy to deeds humane. 
See how his fports, his paftimes> dearcft child. 
Are all to. be indulged, whether he choofe 
To whip his nurfe, to lafti the Aeeping puppy. 
Or pinch the tail of unoffending pufs. 
G03 catch the furly. beetle, and fu(pend 
The harmlefs pris'ncr by the wing or tail 
To make the booby laugh. But if fo loud 
His well-deferv*d rebuke, the timid child 
Stands off alarm'd, then let him fee thee crufh 
The thing he fears. Or give it liberty. 
Not unconftrained, as heaven beftow'd it. No, 
Set the gaird pris'ner free, but lock his chain . 
FuU-faft about him. Drive him to the field. 
But pluck no arrow from his fide. He's gone. 
And feels that liberty is wond*rous fwcet, 

Tho' 
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Tho^ the crook*d pin faft fut^ and trailing thready . 

Admit DO remedy^ A while he liTts-- 

tiis thread dings faft— he flutter^ faint3i and dle&« 

Go^ Tom^ a ladder Jbriog, and reach die ndt . . 

'Tis but a fparrdw's, and 'twill ferve . ' : 

To pacify the boy* , What if the dani 

In patient expe&atioo Gts, and l^iopes ' 

Another day fhall'all hier cafdr reward^ 

And bring to light her helpkls proigehy ? 

Forth from her high maternal office draggf^ ^ 

With rude indignity^ behold £be ectmci 

A joyful yi&im to the caU6uai)0f • 

He with delight h^ niiSled {flumes iGirr^^ 

Seizes her neft» a;od the dear. chalge |>Urlotnsi 

Then with a frantic iaugk dawtt droi* th« tf gSi 

And blindfold bops K) crulh them as he goci. 

Ah ! haplefs birdi yet happy itilli if tbia 

Be all the piia thy cruel foe intends^ 

Ah 1 what avaird thy labour of an a^a 

H To 
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To weave the genial neft, with maiiy a root 

And many a ftraw far-fetch'd ? 'Twa&^ ia vainly 

Half4larv*d Grimalkin claims dice for his pfcy, . ■ ' 

And iiitis cruel, paw. faft-clutch'd deVjOHrs . •- , i 

Relentlefs. Or the boy aware, himfeif . 

Cuts (hort exiftehce, -and allots to.pwfe 

Only the fever'd headi Ingenious, fool. 

Pert executiondr, behold the Mood 

Of parent, and of offsprings Grin amain j ; *. 

O thou hift done a deed that Heav'n abhors. 

Let the wife parent laugh to lee how wcU 

His looby boy has learn'd to be humane. 

Let him applaud the bloody deed, and iparc 

The wcll-carn*d rod. In thee, great ftate. 

Eternal glory of the Gentile world, ' . ' ^" 

Juft Athens, had the beardlefs boy-pi^efom'd 

A deed fo villainous, the public ami 

Had the mean youth chaftis'd, till k had wak'd 

A foul human* and fenfiblc^ of wrong; 

Behold 
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Behold and mark the fturdy boy, at length 

Grown up to man (if fuch he may be caird, 

Poflefling nothing human but the ihape) 

What are his fports ? and how delights the dunce 

From morn to night to fpend the live-long day? 

Can the dark Ethiopian change his fkin ? 

Or can the Leopard at his will be white. 

And lay his fpots afide ? From morn to eve 

See how he toils with generous intent 

To be:the murd'rer of the tim'rous hare, ' 

To win the brufh of Reynard nobly (kiird. 

To vex the badger s or with cruel joy 

Stoops o*er the' cock-pit, eager to behold 

The dying ftruggles of poor Chanticleer. 

*Twas nature taught the gen'rous bird to fight. 

And drive the bold intruder from his rooft. 

In care for thee, mean wretch, who haft fupplicd 

The weapon nature kindly had refused, • 

Or made to ftrike in vain. Now mark his gait, 

H 2 Wh«n 
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When morning hardjy dawns^ and fixwn tBc hutch 

He lets t^e full-ear'd pointer loofe to range, 

Wei) arm'd is he„ within with morning dram. 

Without with p)d furtout, thick ihoes, and hofe 

Of leather, button'd to the buckikin^d knee. 

So forth he fjM'es,. brave knight ; but firfl: he pximes 

And loads his burnifh'd piece, then hangs his pouch. 

His powder-horn, and whip with whifUe tipt 

On his broad fhouldets. Let mc not forget. 

What he might well forget, th* important bag. 

To be ere long (for fo he thinks) well lin*d 

With pheafant, partridge, ihipe, or tarcfy qu^ 

So mounts the popping Hudibras or ftylc 

Or crackling hedge, or leaps the muddy ditch> 

His armor clattVing^ as he goes* X fee 

Where he has fwept the filva: dew away 

Acrofs the pafture, Naw he climbs ;hc gaK» 

And heys his dog to run the ihibUt sounds 

While he ftands ftiJl, or fcarcdy niwes a^fXtcCi 
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So have I fecn the hafly minute-hand 

Run round and round, while th' other idly flood. 

Or feem'd to ftand, and ever and anon . * ' 

Bray*d loud to fct him on his way again. 

Take heed, take heed* With nofe infallible 

The filent pointer winds toward the game. / 

Now motionlcfs he fUnds, one foot lift up. 

His noftril wide-diftended, and his tail 

Unwag'd. Now fpeed my hero of the gun. 

And when the fudden covey Iprings, let fly. 

And mils them all. O I rejoice to fee 

When our amufements are fo innocent 

Th^ give no pain at all. But fpare the whip. 

And if the wary covey Iprings too fbon. 

Let Sancho ftill be fafe; and let not rage 

Pijompt thee to ftartip upon his guilriefs neck 

Till the blood iffues from his mouth and nofe: 

Much lefs let fly upon the faithful cur 

The volley fate has fpar'd^ for he is ftauhch. 

And true to thee as thou art falfe to him. 

H 3 O thougf 
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O thoughtlefs world, that will not be at pains 

To cultivate humanity in youth. 

*Tis hence we laugh at woe, and ev'ry day 

Unpitying hear the cries of half a world 

Vex'd widi the galling fcourge of flavery. 

My eye is caft on Britain's weftem ifles, 

And I behold a patient flave grown faint 
Under the lafli. Inhuman ddg, fortear. 
The man who now lies bleeding at thy feet 
Was once a monarch. To the bloody field 
He led a numerous tribe, attached by deeds 
Of pure affeSion to their leader. He 
No laws of mutiny had fram'd, nor fear'd 
To fee defertion thin his crowded ranks. 
Bravely he fought, and hardly would fubrait. 
Surviving only he. Then firft he knew 
What 'twas to faint, when looking for his friends 
He faw them dead and bleeding at his fide. 
Nor had he then let fall his well-ftrung bow. 
And Ihook the poifon'd quiver from his fide, 

2 Were 
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Were there one arrow left, or ftill furviv'd 
He for whofe life and happincfe he fought. 
His only fon. Him reeking. in his blood 
The haplefs monarch faw, and could no more. 
Then (pare him yet. What tho' he left his talk, 
And fought the friendly Ihade to vent his grief - 
Yet recent. True, he flept, and at an hour ' 
When all the world was bufy. 'Twas the call 
Of fympathizing nature, that would pour 
One balm at lead upon his coundefs wounds. 
Poor foul, he flept, and fancy to his mind 
Brought back again the days he once had feen. 
Forth from his hut he went, his only fon 
And wife (now more than widow) by his fide. 
He tipt his arrow, flrung his bow, and fhot. 
The ftricken bird is her's, and her*s the decn 
Thefe are his choiceft gifts. With theie he icckg - 
His humble palace once again } there fits 
And eats hh plain and temperate rq)aft^ 

H 4 And 
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And the toOrflcetii^ hours beguiles with talk 
Of twenty thoufand dah^oiis efcapes 
From cruel tiger^ or more cruel man. 
And was this little happinefs too much i 
The fword of jufticc furcly will unlheath, 
Nor fall in vain wpon th^fe guilty iflcs* 
Crofs not again the proud Atlantic wavc;^ 
With hdUiih purpofc to enflave the free^ 
Qr load the prisoner with eternal cb^in^. 
For he is. Man as thou art. Not for thee. 
And only tkee, did God's crejative Word 
Call into bein^ thiji vaft work> theworld» 
Nor yet for thee that Word incarnate ihed 
His precious blood, Goj falfe and cruel tyraat^ 
Reign in.tbe forcfts, of thy native ifle. 
And let .the prowling ftvagc reign in his. 
iM faarn enpy the little blifs he owns^ 
Or give himawore. . Make not that little lefS| 
Fpr Adarp w^ hi^ fuiCf and Adam thine i 

And 
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And he Ihall fhare redemption too with thee. 
With thtCj and me/ and all this Gentile world. 
If we defervc to rank in brotherhood 
With one we wrong fo much. Content were he 
To tread the burning defert, feel the fun 
Shoot his fierce rays direft upon his head. 
And earn fhe little plenty his wild ftate 
Affords, with hunter's toil. Content were he 
To be an humble pcnfioner at bcft 
Of the grim lion 5 but the curfed hand 
Of brutal avarice that peace deftroys. 
That Iftde peace the lordly lion ipares. 

September half run out, the day returns, 
Remembered oft with awful reverence 
And pious love of thee, AU-ieeing Power, 
Who foUow'ft virtue wherefoe'er fhe roves, 
rier fliield and buckler. On the funny down 
Eliza ftray'd. Ah! why alone? Twasfo 

Th<5 
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The tempter vanqiiifh'd Eve 5 'twas fo fhc fell. 

She fti-ay'd and mus'd, fhe pluck'd a fiow'r and fung. 

She knew no fear, accuftom'd oft to range 

The pleafant hill, and deeming none lefs good, 

Lefs honeft than herfelf. But fuch the world 

We cannot find the place, howe'er .remote 

From public notice, that efcapes the fearch 

Of prying luft, and keeps fecure and fafc 

The jewel virtue. An Hibernian whelp. 

Strong as the tiger, fubde as the fox, • 

Saw and was pleas'd. No bar to hiov his vow 

Made at the altar, to be conftant ftill ^ - 

To her he wedded there. In his falfe heart 

He fed adulterous hope, he couched and flunk. 

And with a leer the folitary down 

Survey'd, far as the jealous eye can reach. 

* So Satan lurked, and joy'd to find alone 

Ingenious Eve j and he his proem tun'd 

• Miltori. 

With 
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With flattery and lies, and fo didft thou. 

Into the heart of Eve his words made way ; 

Eliza heard not thine. For Ihe had mark'd 

And knew her tempter ; fhe had well obferv'd. 

Unknown to thee, thy often-pradtis'd wiles. 

What wonder then thy eulogy was vain ? 

Thy large account of honour and of wealth 

Mov'd only her derifion, nor could win 

One finile, one kifs, one look of approbation. 

Here had thy paflTion ceas'd, thou might 'ft at leaft 

Have.challeng'd honour with the fiend of Hell. ' 

But foil'd and ftill repulsed, thy bafer foul ' 

Had meaner fhifts to try. Her reafon proof^ 

Thy next refource unmaaly violence. 

What guilty marks left not thy greedy hand 

Upon the fair one's arm ? fo mrghty thou 

To combat virtue, to affail a maid 

No match for thee but in fo good a caufc. 

Yet hadft thou vanquilh*d, but a powV unfeen 

Approved 
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Approved her efFcn-ts, and refitted thine. 
What faw'ft thou, coward, to be put to flight 
Swift as the hoftile arrow ? Mark my words. 
The man of noble purpofe nothing daunts. 
No, not a falling world. He were compos'd 
And ftedfaft as a rock, tho' floods of fire 
The world and all its fellows fwept away. 
And he beheld a Universe in flames. 
Then was the mighty foil'd, the cunning caught. 
And yet he bluflies not, Accus'd, he ftarts, 
Protcfts his innocence, appeals to juftice. 
Unlocks the copious fountain of his eye. 
And who can fay it is not ftrange and piteous ? 
Yet why decays his honour fpite of tears. 
Of protcftations and appeals, of threats. 
And public infolence ? Ah me ! I fear 
Eliza may forgive thcc, but in vain f 
And tho- inliilted Juftice (lumber here. 
She will arraign thee at the bar of Heaven, 
And fpite of Charity the wrong repay. 

The 
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The happy morning oonties, expeftcd long 
By lads and lafTei. Soon as light appears^ 
The fwain is ready in his Sunday frock. 
And calls on Nell to trip it to die fair. 
The village bells are up^ and jangling loud 
Proclaim the holiday. The clam'rous drum 
Calls to the piippet-fhcw. The groaning horn' 
And twanging trumpet fpeak the fale begun. 
Of articles moil rare and cheap. Dogs bark 
Ailounded at the noife. Old wonfien laugh. 
Boys fhout, and the grave Dodbor nrK>unts with glee 
His crowded fcafibld, ftruts, and maices a Ipcech, 
Maintains the virtue of his falve for corns, 
^is wornv-cake and his pills, puffs his known ikill. 
And fhews his kettle, filver knives and forks. 
Ladle and cream-^pot, and to crown the whole. 
The fplendid tankard, Andrew ;grins> and courts 
The gaping multitude, till Tom and Sue 
And Abigail and Ned their fiioulders &rug. 

And 
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And laugh and whifper, and refolve to Ipoit 

The folitary fhilling. See produc'd 

Their unwilli'd handkerchiefs. Ah ! fimple fwains^ 

Ah ! filly maids, you laugh, but Andrew wins. 

And what for you but fbrrow and remorfe. 

Or box of falve to plaifter difappointment i 

Unlcfs the fmart of folly may be footh'd 

By Andrew's merry pranks, the dancing girl. 

And frolic tumbler. Now the ftrect is fill'd 

With ftalls and booths for gingerbread and bcer,^ . 

Rear'd by enchantment, finilli'd in a trice. 

Amufements here for children, of all forts ; 

For little matter's pence, a coach, a drum, 

A horfe, a wife, a trumpet ; dolls for mifs. 

Fans, cups and faucers, kettles, maids and churns. 

For idle fchool-boys Punchinello rants, I 

The juggler fhuffles, and the artful dame 

Extends her lucky bag. For infants uU, 

Of twenty years and upwards, rueful games. 

To 
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To whirl the horft-ihoe, bowl, at the' nine-pins. 

Game at the dial-plate,' drink beer and gin,. 

Kas^y -rave, and fweafj cudgeli get drunk and fight,. 

Then comes the aferr^ce. Let not wifdom frown 

If the grave clerk look on, and now and then 

Beftow aibiilei for we may fee, Alcanor, 

In this untoward race the ways of life. 

Are we not affes all ? we ftart and fun. 

And eagerly we prefs to pafs the goal. 

And all to win a bauble, a lac'd liai> 

Was not grcatiWolfey fuch ? He ran the race 

And won the feat; What rahting politician. 

What pradrtg: lawyer, what andbitious clerk, . 

But is an afs that gallops for a hat ? 

For what do Princes ftrive, but gilded hats ? ._ ; 

For diadenas, whofe bare and fcanty brims . 

Will hardly keep the fun-beam from their cygs^ . : 

For what^'Poets ftrive > a Icafyhat, : 

Without or crown or brim, which^hardly fcreciik ':'.-; 

The empty noddle from the fift of fcorn, 

1 
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Much Ids repels the oitjc^s thuinf ring ztitU 

And here and there intoxicstion too 

Concludes the race* IVho wins the hat^ gets dmnkt. 

Who wins a laurel, itutre, dap, <^ crown, ... 

Is drunk as he. So Alexander fel]> 

So Haman, Casfar^ Spenfer, Wolfey, James^ 

Now chilly evening puts her grey coat ofl# 
And from the eaft advancing, puts to flight 
The rear of day, girt with a zone of ftars. 
The bufy fair is ended. The rank booth 
Spews out its beaftly habitant, the oiob 
Difperfe, and Andrew's merry pranks arc done. 
Home reels the drunken clown^ or ftays to ^htf 
Nothing the caufe, yet honour mwh f!OH0(jm'd* 
Confufion reigns, uproar and loud mi^^iikki 
Diftindionsxeafe, andftill the oath, die fcrcano. 
The fliout, the hoot, difturt> the nwiaigbrear 
Of {dber Cloe gone to bed betimes* 

Sucft^ 
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Such was the time, ah me ! when Dorothy, 
The hubbub hardly ended, from her fwain 
The vow extorted ta be ever her's* 
Three times Alcanor's voice the banns proclaim'd. 
And three times all were flill. Then to the church 
The grinning bride was led, and faft was tledi • . 
Ah! much too faft, the hymeneal knot. . < ^ > 

Then grief was mine, grief inconfolable. 
And fleeplcfs nights and inharmonious days* • ' 

For how could I rejoice, my charmer gone, ^ -.. ' .: \ 
My Le(bia fled, my lovely Lalagc^ 
My Sugarcffa, my dear Dorothy? :..:*. 
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jAH me t die gMca year is done. Bdiaii^ 
Gloomy and M tfowfsebcr GDmes^ with bnm 
Severe and clouded- Sc^irceakaf iUfadns 
His peftil^adat Ua£t, The woods are ftrq>t^ 
And all t^cir honours iharter'd in die viki. 
The meflengcr of ftirly Winter he^ 
And in his hand habcacs the Aii:ping froft;. 
Before his tyrant lord he fcattcrs fleet. 
And with a hideous frown bids Autumn fpeed^ 
And after her runs howling thro' the land*. 

The field has loft its verdure. All the pride 
Of the fwect garden fades. Where now the rofe,. 
The pink, the ftock, the lupin, or the pea. 
Or gay cbryfanthemum ? Where now t;ht cornb^ 

The 



The after, larkfpur, . balfartii 6r fc^haticin ? • 

Or where the lilly with her fiioWy bells ? 
Where the gay jifiiiihi odbroUS ^rirtgft. 
Graceful labiirhurrH 6t blobrti-clail Arbute? 
Or if we ftriy, wheft rtdW the Siiirliner'i ^Ik ; 
So ftill and jieaceable, at earty we 
Aloiig ibSi (hady hm^ or tko* thi #66cli 
To phick the f uddy S±mkirfi tir fitifeU 
The pcrfiltti*d hfttik Ihkt all the fr igranaS Mt 
Of honey-fucklfe, bWfibm'd bttahJ, bt cloter ? ' 
Whfcrt hoW the biufk of Sjirlng> itid the Mg Akf ^ 
Beloiter'd ? chearfol May that fiira thfe l/i^tiofls 
With mufrc, ftatter*d ^ gf fei trie Vtiih tfow'ra. 
And hung a fmile of Uni^^crfel joy 
Upon die check of n^tiif e ? Wher6 blooitti nb^ 
The kirtg-cup ind the dfiify ? Whcfe inclmei 
The harebell Or the cowfKp f Whete looks gif 
The vernal forie ivith goldfcft bafkcts hting ? 
Where caprivates the fky-blue pcfiti^iikl^ 
Under the cottage eaves ? Where waves the i*o6d, 

la Or 
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Or rings with harmony, the merry vale ? 

Day's harbinger no fong attunes ; no fong 

Or folo anthem deigns fweet Philomel. 

The golden wood-pecker laughs loud no more. . 

The pye no longer prates; no longer fcolds > 

The faucy jay. Who fees the goldfinch now . ; 

The feathered groundfil plucky or hears him fing - 

In bow*r of apple bloflbms perch'd ? Who fees 

The chimney-haunting Iwallow fkim the pool. 

And quaintly dip, or hears his early fong 

Twitter'd to young -eyed day. , All, all are hulh'i^ 

The very bee her merry toil foregpes. 

Nor feeks her nedtar, to be fought in vain. 

Only the folitary robin fings, . - 

And perch'd aloft with melancholy note 

Chants out the dirge of Autumn 5 cheerlefs bird. 

That loves the brown and defolated fcene. 

And fcanty fare of Winter. Let me weep 

With you, ye Mufes, and ^th you, ye fair, . •■ 

Chief mourner at the grave of her we.love. 

Expiring 






Expiring hature. For yc fotightvwkfe me ^-^ '■' "- -^ 
The fober twiiighr of the flidving wood^ 7 " r* 7^ 

With mc forfodk the glare of fukry d^; " 'i ^ 

To tread the fcriouS' gloom Religion tews^ - - - -O 
And where (he finiles and wipes h^^fliewy- eye^ -v) 
With nn^ditktW walking hand in haridi ? - -'^- -• --- 
Ye too have fovy*and heartily- apprbv^d 
The winding fboi-^jpkth, and'tHe fedden turn/- -- - - ^' 
The green-fwardiwaggon-wajf and gotfiic aiflet * ' 
And hieardrme cdrfrttient on thiclcaf/ the branthi - 
The arm, thegirth of the -paternal oafc. ^ '^* • '•-• 
Ye too/ have Ibv^d the longii&cufiom'd ^p^'- -- -** - 
That all fo unexpeftedly pro&nts . - - ' - -' 

The clear cerulean prolpeft down the vale. 
Oft have ye flaood upon die ihaggy brow 
Of yonder wood-clad hill, to gaze with me ' ^ 

Athwart the wide and far exe^ded view, * ?^ 
That ocean Ikirt* or blue downs indiftinft. '. : :J 
Oft have ye look*d with tranlport pxire as mine 
Into the flow*ry dell. But ah I ho mor<? . v:..^ ^ 
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Tells whither ihe led up her. hcovr'nly-^hacd ; . ' '^ 
To vifit light and draw empyreal air ; • .' 

Or whither Newton, more. thin nriortalithen, .. : -. 1 
When mufing as he fat, fl^cfhdok;!^ tree, - 
And droptau apple, and her ftudious child . 
Caught up to heav'n. . 'Tis plealant to rcmarlq ::: 
How early jgeniu^ j)liiiues-her for the' flight " •* • 
And tries hcr.fhort excurfions,: fearfcliyrt 
And little or\.bfir:wmig. confiding, now ' „' ;* 

FuU-fledg'd aqd' <feyntlefs, cuttii^g thro* the cloud$; 
And pepripg in, the eye of heay'n itfe|f, . ^ 
Sagacious, Newton, kt me mufe wjth thee. 
And wonder at tiny quick and piercing eye r '. 
Cleans'd of its mortal film, .Who does not willi- 
Like th^e to penetrate the dark abode 
Of clouded rpyftery, and in his word 
And works unfold' the awful Deity* 

But not ^t Newton only to admire, .. 
ye ftucjious fair* wc Jove, but fom?times laugh 

At 
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At Braheand Defcartes 5 praife the ftrong eye 
Of Galileo, and applaud the fpeed 
Of bufy-Wilkins, pofting Jike a witch 
Upon a reftive broom-ftick to the Moon, 

And Ibmctimes thee, ingenioui^ Boyle, we hear. 
Maintaining truth and fiftmg nature; thee 
Sometimes, whofe patriotic genius foil'd 
Aflailant Rome^ and almoft fav^d the ftat^ 
Of falling Syracufe : then travel round 
The univerial ^obe, at ev'ry fhorc - * 

Taking large draughts of ftory^nd of fong, • - 
But chiefly thee We love,' majeftic Britain^- ' 
Wedded to Nepftune, and:^y ihimd'ring flceti 
Follow exulting «>the hdftite fliOTOf ' ' 

Now bear thee cmnpany tO' fartheft Ihd,*- - • 
Or to the frozen pole, or round the cape 
Of utmoffc Horn, with philofophic touch 
Converting Gfofi to gold:' itoi^^difembarfc, ' * 

And march with H^ry to the hcapc of France, 

An4 
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And beard the wordy Moftfrch on hi$ throne. 

And now we follow to ibe caniK^n's mouthy 

Tremendous Marlb'rough j or ftan4 ^p 2nd fee 

The living Elliot fc^e hb,foc to^^ deajth . 

With everlafting ihowV of burning hail. 

And mainy moiic w^ pr4ife . and fooie^ aic^Quitt 

Whofc naniies ^nd ^^f^f ^ fpeedy mi^ fingS' not, . 

And now moriilk)f A^Joy^, a^tid truttk^ 
And ferious argument^ aad .gravQ d^b^e^ 
What Mede or Newi;q0 with prophetic e j?c 
Divine, what Hales or TiflcHfoRadvif^* . 
Anon we fmile with z^chj^ LaiimcTj . . 
Or filei^<A)ddilb0, the9 laog^ 9t ktf(gfi 
Cervantes, Sidney,L BafOtt^: F<iwIoi^ . . 
And twenty thoufaftd.m^^frb^cw^i^ $md wre. 

But chiefljf thee, if^i^xsofm^ Shake^ai^ > ^ust 
We love and: honour, N^^fc'^ darling ^tid^ 
And flill. we cotut thj^ MuTc v^ Ml ap{^}aji(d) . . 

; \ Whether 



WhcthcF tb«J.g(jft^?. Portia 9^ad dHsftags 
With bloody^jilS>tfe or Vipcpptip;vcd 
The virtuous lfy^\.: Whyet^rtjlffy fays 
Pance tq tijf {|4f>(^t)j or.Jfjfofp^q .4ifpatd^ 

33.is fiiigl«r'W9?»W'f»g, A* '"^^ *?> *ei deep,. 

The while the^^fif^;^^^ I^Lvnupd^ cheers 

Her f4Di^:|^(55(^nfla<}, Wl^thc^ th(? l>uk« ' 

AnJJ.gk)o^J«^ue^.«;oft^^>^^|lpOdiod 

X-aughs « hflr iiglwpfif Jipy?r- i* 4i^fuife J 

Orfmilingl?<r4i|^<;9n9e»^j)WJgk^ • . • -, - 

With ra^ a^dismf^mf^t. ff^mm afl4 <Ufi ' 

Or Viola t^^^cvei tftl4'JwFlojre> •• 

But let conceaji^aii lil&s t^yfiv^\' t^' bwd ' • ^ 

FccdonI|fir4a«l?Jfe..sbfW^f W«hh(M«)^lfi«^' : 

We ftill dilfloil^ thf ftat o«^}aied-i»8^,. 

But ftill peeies^fg Fi#sl& Tb^'we.trftc^ i 

With terror ^:app}^«^ th? bloody de«d» 

Of pivil rage, ^ fijU^ bpiroc ipe ' 

Thy mailed Mfff^ '^poa hi^ji^tW Ik 

yp IP the ears iftJAwJj ^e &tM «hifc 

Alprinir 
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Afpxring BolingbFoke; Thence wrath enlued^ * " 

And frequent bickering and ftedfaft hate. 

The lie refourided and -the gauntlet fell. 

And ev'ry tongue cried traitor. Ta die field ^ 

They rufh'd, and 2M tfieir blades athirft^drankbteod^^ 

So Percy fell, and old Northumberland^ v . . ; 

Three Dukes of Somerfet three-fold rcnownMi'^ '^* 
Two Cliffbfds/VirttioiM Hunraphiy/^Soffblk, lEbrk; ^'- 
So Montague iand Warwick, two brave bears, ; -^ — 
That in their chains fettcr'd the kin^y- Ibn, -* " ^> 
And made the forefl: #ertible when they roar'd. 
Then comes defpotic Richard, in thy4mes, - • *^^ 
Great bardyfiipremely horrible/ his fcyc '^ - ^^ ^- < 
Still bfeilt on fliitightcr,tho' his ^recking blade ' * 

Has loft its e^e by ufe, and his faint arm - ' 

Claims rcilpite. Wolfey then the fall laments 

Of earthly grandeur, and the favour loft 

Of princely Harry, and we too lament. > ^ ^ 

Then pitied and applauded, Tinwn raves; 

And noble Coriplanus fcorns the (hout ' * J 

Z . ^ Of 
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Of popular applaufe, thence bafely doom'd. .. 

To baniftiment and death. . Xhea'Brytus ftri|:^es^. - '. ^ 

And bleeding Julius, looking for.his friend. 

Dies by, his hand. In hurly-burly then. 

With ghofts and witches circlfed rOui?^, Macl?cdi 

In fiery ftorm ftalks by, with tim'rous eye , ,.. 

And fretful confcience, fhunnir^ the .decjree • 

Of blood for blood. Then Imogen delights,;, 

And eagerly we trace th' eventful fcene, .. ! ... / 

Till all winds up inta a happy clofe. . ... 

I^ot fuch the fortune of affifted Le^- * . 

And poor Cordelia> of thy. injur'd wife 
Jealous Othello, ^of the maid diftraught . . . 
Ophelia, or thy bride that flept witfe death, •. . ; / 
Too hafty Romeo. Yet thefe delight, . ..... /i 

And in their dread cataftrophe difpenfe . , 

Wholefome correftion to the bleeding heart. , ..*. j 

V. ■; ;: J 

The Poct:fi]jeat>. lopg with rapture heard, .; . . i 
The Shakefpear of;;wotbecarjt£ucge«k. • *. -. ..- £ 
a Swett^ 



Sweet rtiufic WakH aftd Witll a-adp6rtift| iil» 
Hatidei begins. -Whkt mottd is Ti^ Hyt 
To hear his tender ^ldly-.^arblQd fon^ ' 

Where'er he ftraysj.but chiefly when he lings 
Mefiliah come^ i^ ^th amazing fhdut 
Proclaims him Kiftg of Kings^ and LiOrd of Ldrds^ 
For ever ftnd for «ver# Halldiydh* ' 
Great fonl^ O (kf fr^rli what immortal fount ^ -» 
Thou haft dcriy'd fuch never-failing pow^r. 
To win the foul^ and bear it on the win^ 
Of pureft extacy, bieyond the reach 
Of ev'ry human care. Frorti whence thine art 
To life us from the eartii, and fix us there 
Where pur4$ d^vt)^n with unfparing hand 
Pours on the altar of the living God 
The hallow'd incenfe of the grateful heart. 
O mighty Handel, what feraphic f)0W6r 
Gave inlpiration to thy facred fong? 
Thyfelf perchance Was fdine fopernal ipirtt^ .. .. x 
Permitted to #«fidi» <MI ^ftrtb »«hflei- • -'; • • v i I 
:- /^ . To 



To teach us here i*hftt MuCtc k.in Heaven. . 
If ev'ry Angel that attends jhc rfironc 
Of clouded Deity, fuch fong infpire. 
Let but our aiortai ears one chorus hear. 
And all the world were gathered into Heaven>» 
The very Devils furely were drawn up 
To liften at the golden doors of light. 
And Hell left walleful, wide, ^nd d^folate. 

Corelli, fweet harmonious bird, thee too 
We hear delighted, and thy mellow ftrains 
Deem no mean recompenfe for the loft long 
Of lark and nightingale. Thy air repeat. 
And let judicious difcord ftill commend 
Triiimphant harmony^ till Winter's fclf 
Be wcm like us,, and fmooth his rugged brow^ 
And all his hours enchanted fleet away. 
Soft as his fur, and quiet as his fnow. 

And oftlve feel the feul'-fabdtiing power 

Q£ vocal harmony^ breatk'd foftly forth. 

Wit 
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With equable accor4> y^ithout or art,; '.:.'. 

Or quaint .embelliftimcnt, fave only.fuch 

As Natgre didaf^s, and without d^fign . ) 

Lets fall with eafe^in her impafliony:nioodw . . i 

Then fgrious gke arid. elegy delight; .. 

Or pious anthem fnch as Crofc in^ires^. . . . i. 

Or graver Purcel^ or endearing Clarke 

The noble harmooy of Brewer, Eftc^ 

Wobbe, BaildoD, Ravenfcroft, we hear . 
With ever- new delight* Brifk canzonet 
Then pleafes, gay duet, or Highland air 
Divinely warbled, and with cadence fweet 
And tender paufe drawn out by one we love. 
Spontaneous and unafk'd. And oft the foul 
With patriotic ardor glows, and pants 
For glory, honor, and immortal deeds, 
Tranfportcd at the found of martial ftrains 
With fudden burft commenced, and moving flow 
With foleoin grandeur and majeftjcjpqn^jv .^ 1 .; . 
To an obftrepcrous rebounding jplofe._^;i^ii ;^.- ; :^ 
...? But 



But who fhall tell in fimple fong like mine. 

The many (hapes that mufic, Proteus-like, 

Puts on, with grateful change of fubjcft, time. 

Contrivance, mood, foothing the captive car, 

» 
And filling the rapt foul with fare fo fwcet 

That flill fhe feeds and hungers. Human tongue 
Shall hardly tell what infinite delight 
Sweet Mufic yields, for ever fafhioning 
Her fober pleafures to the various mirid. 
What wonder then the fulky wheels of time- 
Fly glibly round, the drowfy pendulum 
Foregoes his old vexatious click unheeded. 
And the fhrill-fbunding bell rings out apace 
The brief accomplifh'd hours. By Mufic won. 
Decrepit Time forgets his annual gout. 
Renews his dance, and with a noifclefs foot 
Hies fpeedily sCway. 

I have not told. 
How oft we liften to the mufly fong 

It ^^ 



I^a THE VIIrLAGI CUKATEr 

Of ancient bards, nor think wc need cxciafc 

To honour merit in her home-fpun fuit. 

And chiefly we efteem thy fairy fong> 

Immortal Spenfer, in rude guife ycladr 

Then the fierce knight comes pricking o'er the plain,i 

Drad fiwr his dcrring do and bloody deed. 

And now the combat ^gins, and cruel arms 

The recreant knight overwhelm in uncouth fray* 

The caftle falls> and many a maid is won. 

And many a maid is loil thro' dire miihap. 

Then comes a troop in gilded uniform^ 
The goodly band Jobnfonian, Cowley firft, 
Poetic child, whole philofophic mufe 
Diftrafts, delights, torments, and captivates. 
Let me attend, when from the world retir'd^ 
He turn'd his reftive Pegafus to graze. 
And thought, and wrote, fedate and Ibber profe. 
Comes Milton next, that like his wakeful bird 
Sings darkling, fings and mourns his eye-fight loft. 

And 
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Artd nightly wanders to the mufes' haunr. 
Clear fpring, or (hady grove, or funny hill, 
Smit with the love of facred fong ; to us 
Difplaying nature, and the blifsful fcenes 
Of Paradife, tho' not to liim returns 
Day, or the fweet approach of ev*n or mom, 
Or fight of vernal bloom, or fummcr's rofe. 
Or flocks^ or herds, or human face divine. 
Sweet bard, that bears us foftly now, and fmooth 
As that unwrinkled flood that flowly winds 
By Windlbr's haughty tow'rs, and vifits fhores 
Divinely various— rufhes now, and leaps^ 
Aftounding f(:nfe, immeafurable depth, 
A foaming cataradj whofe thund'ring fall 
Confounds all hell, and utmoil earth and heaven. 
Comes Butler then, incomparable wit. 
And not to be reprov'd, fave when his m\ife 
Decorum overleaps, and here and there 
Bolts the coarfe jeft, to the chafte eye and ear 
Offcnfivc : for behind the comic mafk 

K 2 We 
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We find the fcholaf and the man of fenfci. 
The friend of virtue, and the foe of vice- 
Then follows courtly Waller, and in vain 
On Amoret or Sacchariffa calls,. 
With budget full of trifles, birthday odes. 
Congratulations,, fongs, and compliments, . 
And mythologic tales. ThenJ>enham charms,. 
And from his own Parnaffus, Cooper's hill,. 
Sings the wide profpeQ: that extended lies. 
Under his proud furvcy. Then Spirat. And then 
Rofcommon fills with elegant remark,. 
His verfe as elegant j unfpotted lines. 
Flow from a mind unfpotted as themfelves* 
Then Wilmot tunes his reed, and in his fong 
Gives early promife of a genius,, rare 
And turn'd for excellence. But ah ! how vain 
All human hopes ! The prime of life is Ipent,^ 
His talent wafted, and the giddy fool 
Grows old in pleafure, and derties his God. 
The grave in view, an honeft friend his guide. 

He 
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Hr views his conduft with rcmorfc, repents. 

Acknowledges his fault, curfes the wit 

Of feeble maa that fo outwits itfelf. 

And dies a martyr to the pains of vice. 

Then Yaldei\fings, and fills us with delight. 

His harp fo tun'd that as the morning breaks 

It moves fpontaneous rapture, and again 

At ev'ning clofe with folemn eulogy 

Welcomes the reign of night. With weeping eye * 

But harlot cheek, tfhen Otway*s mufe appears 

And chinm the hearer with her Syren fong, . . • 

To decency, alas, no friend, to':vice ' * 

No enemy. . His Celia then proclaims. . > 

Enamour'd Duke, atTloriana's grave 

Strewing fweet flow'rs and fweeter vecfe. Then fings 

The gen'rous Dorfet^ fings arid fings too much. 

Scarce heard ah hour. Chafte Montague fucceeds. 

Stepney lefs pure, and Walfli, with feeble wing, 

Half flyiqg, half on foot. Then comes a bard, 

Worn out ^nd pennilcfs, and poet ftill 

Tho' bent with years, and in impetuous rhyme 
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Pours out his unexhaufted fong. What mufe 

So flexible, fo generous as thine, 

Inimortal Dryden. From her copious fount 

Large draughts he took, and unbefccming fong 

Inebriated fang. Who- does not grieve. 

To hear the foul and infolent rebuke 

6f angry fatirc from a bard fo rare ? 

To trace the lubricous and oily courfe 

Of abjeft adulation, the lewd line 

Of fliamelels vice, from page to page ? and find 

The judgment bribed, the heart unprincipled. 

And only loyal at th' expence of truth. 

Of juftice, and of virtue? Meaner ftrain 

The dapper wit comniends of fprightly Garth, 

We finite to fee fantaftic poetry 

Shake hands with phyfic, and with grave burlefcjuc 

Arrange his gallipots, and gild his {)ills -, 

Then march in dreadful armor to the field. 

To fcreen her new ally from hoftile fliocks, 

With pcftle truncheon, Cloacinian helm. 

And 
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And levelled fquirt. Then heartily we laugh. 

With laughter-loving King, and nradi applaud 

That vein of nwrth which, innocent and clear, . 

In filver decence flows. Young Phillips then. 

Things unattgmpted yet in profe or rhyme, 

A (hilling, breeches, and chiniaeras dire. 

Sings gravely jocund. Difm^ Rag applauds^ ' ■ " 

With fympathctic ardor touch'd, at found 

Of tatter'd galligaflcins, college duns. 

And fubtle catchpole. Modeft Pomfret then. 

To foar uloft unable, with light wing 

Above the plain fcaxe -elevated Ikims, 

A fliort and feeble flight. So have I feen 

The fpanicl-hunted quail with lowly wing 

Shear the fmooth air : and fo too have I heard - 

That fhe <:an fweetly clamour, tho* <:ompell'd 

To tread the. humble vale, nor ever nK)imt . ' 

High as the ev*«lng fwift or morning lark. 

Then blamelefe Hughes, in league with Pepuch, fings, 

And to the eloqueat orcheftra tunes 

His virtuous, unmeaning fong. And now 

K4 "^^ 
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ctr^ ' ■ 

In tones: that niight attrad an angel's car, • - * 

Flowp the fmpbth ftrain of righteous Addifon. • 

Then Blacknapre ^fings an everlafUng fale, 

Bleft with a caUout mufe.-.- Genius in vaia 

Laughs at the fo-oi^dattenipt, for |liU he bawls. 

And with gigantic diflbnanee fubducs .. ' 

The univerfal hils, / JSTopoet lure, 

But mark the man^ and you ihall find him good. 

And wha:t's the poet if the man be naught ? 

Let Buckingham reply. ; Genius and wit 

May flourifh for a d^, and fnatch the wreath 

From awkward honefty. But fpon (hall fade 

The eafy laurels of a* vicious mufe. 

While amaranthine honddrs crow4 the brovr 

Of unpoetic virtue; W^lfer'5 ipiife 

In courteous Gr^nrvi^e Jives, and diU 'we hej^r 

Of Jove and Juno, Mercury and Mars, 

And all the naufcpus mythologic rout. 

^af be that Ipves hereafter, never win 

The angel he adores, if iii his fong 

Pe aught 9f pagan prnamcnt difplay*d* 
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May he be ciirs*d like you, unlucky bards. 

Be Sacchariffa's dupe, and Myra's fcorn. 

Who can refufe applaufe to tragic Rowe ? 

Who can withhold his honeft praifc frono thee, 

Tickel, thou friend of Addifon, and virtue ? 

Who is not ftarcled at the fertile wit 

Of beardlefs Congreve ? and who does not grieve 

It was not drawn in the defence of virtue ? 

How fweet the mufic of thy happy lines> 

Poetic Prior ; full of mirth thy mufe. 

And exquifite her jeft. Ah ! hear it not. 

Ye fober fair, for fulfome is the tale, ' — : ; ; \" 

And only fit for the diftemper'd car / 

Of jolly libertines. His graver fong 

Applaud uniatisfied, • and ever laugh 

To fee him mount the furious Pegafus 

Pindaric, often tried, but tried in vain. 

And never to be tam'd by crazy wits, 

'Twas an unruly and a hard-mouth'd horfo, 

^ And flung his rider if he fat not fure,' 

Pan Cowley faid. Yet up fprung Mat, relblv'd. 
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* O'er fca and land with an unbounded loofe, 
Runs the mad deed, a Gilpin race I ween. 
Hardly the Mufe can fit the head-ftrong horfe. 
See, now (he gallops round the Belgic fhore. 
Now thro' the raging ocean ploughs her way. 
To rough lerne's camps j there founds alarms. 
In the dank marlhes finds her glorious theme. 
And plunges after him thro' Boyne's fierce flood. 
Back to his Albion then, then with ftifi^ wing 
Eaft, over Danube and Propontis'' ihores. 
From the Mceotis tothe northern. fea. 
To vifit the young Mufcovite 5 thence up, 
Refolv'd to reach the high empyrean Iphere, 
And aflc for William an Olympic crown* 
Till loft in tracklefs* fields of fbining day, 
Unhors'd, and all aghaft, dpwn, down ftic comes, 
Comes rufliingwith uncommon ruin down. 
Glorious attempt; but not unhappy fate. 
'Twas lucky. Mat, thou had'ft not giv'n a name 
To fome Icarian gulf, or fhook -at Icaft 

* Sec his Carmen Secidare for the year 1700^ 
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The ar:^ n:£i yj yxr^ thjs: be Ixii iioip'd. 
And Iszodr bpboiffi lo ax verge of i^* 
But, rinn< ooir £:i:3» cLt pice is even yer^ 
And hsppilj £::£ Mv:;:;: hs* aunhful ibog 
In GUTsace Tik pndoogs. So luve I kci;rd 
The capcve nach, in narrow^cage confined, 
Chann ail sjos iroe amy widi cheerful ibo^ 
Which ir/ighr have nxlted c*en a heart ol fleel 
To g^Tc hioi liberty. Hence, hence, away 
Te meaner wits, hide your diminilh'd heads. 
See genius lelf approaches. Homer s loul 
A puny child informs. Let envy laugh 
To ice an urchin ugly as herfetf 
The glory of our iQe. For thee, great bard. 
We twine the laurel wreath, and grant it thine 
Thrice-won. Shall any mortal tongue prrfunie 
To fcatter cenfure on diy cbaraiing page ? 
Hark, 'tis the din of twenty tboufaod curs 
Who bark at excellence. Who bcft dcfcrvcs 
Muft feel the fcourge of infinite abufe. 
For man to man is fiercer than the wolf^ 



More cruel than the tiger. . Who cm hro^yk 
The fight of a^ght more worthy thaa'himfelf? 
Invite an apgel fr om the courts of heaven, . . ... 
•Our critic eyeJhall fpy.a.thoufand faults . . 

Wher^ not a feult^fts,. Miftake.me.not, . . ..i 
I call not, thee an^angd, haughty Ijardj;. \. . ,. ,-. 
Thy deed$ were humahi . With an honeft- heart : .: ' 
I lovcthepoec,. feutdcteft-thcman. . : . . ; *. 

Thy purer lays ^ what jqortal can dcfpir4. -• . 
Thy bal^r fong whatmiartal can ap^jrovc, . 
Thou witty., dirty, patriotic Dean I ., .: . 
i-^ugh on, laugh .on, \With pencil exqaifitic 
Defcribe the features of* axiopted vice,... 
And overhearing fojly.!: Give the^fair, . . 
The pecrlefs Stella^, jesrcrljifting woctlv • 
Deride thy narrow paper-ipariBg. friend, . 
And gall the great* . fiBt why. Ihall thy fweet Mcifc 
Turn fcavcnger, and the foul kennel rake 
For themes and finiiles .? . What heart but grieves. 
To find an equal portion in thy fong 
Of elegantly, fair and grofsly foul i 

2 ^^^ 
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Now honeft Gay, a city fhepherd, fings. 

Nor fmgs in vain to us. In Arcady 

We love to ftray,. and dream of happy days 

No eye has feen, no heart has felt. We love 

The land of Fairy, and the puny deeds 

Of dapper elves. Whatever the frantic poet 

In his wild mood imagines, we applaud. 

Nor wholly fcorn with Gay or Broome, to ftray. 

Or Ambrofe Philips, thro' enchanted land 

To painted meadows, ftowVy lawns and hills. 

To cryftal floods, cool groves, and fhady bow'rsy 

And rills that babble, tinkle, purl, and murmur. 

How fweet the fong that fr<*n tjiy mellov/ pipe,. 

Dear Parnel flow'd. Death heard, and was amaz'd,. 

And his ftone couch forfook, all wonder now. 

And now all envy. Sure he thought no. bard 

Of mortal mixture could fuch tones create. 

Or if of mortal mixture, he had liv'd 

More than the days of man, and ftol'n from years 

Due to the reign of filence and of death. 

Song fo divine. With, the bad thought poflefs'd. 



I4i THE VILLAGE CURAT£. 

He whet his arrow on a flint, advanc'd> 
And flung it greedily, his lipkfs jaws 
Grindmg with hate. So fell betimes the bard^ 
So triumph^ death, and at the bloody deed 
Shook his lean bones with laughter* Curfed fiend. 
Thou bane of excellence, go hence, and laugh j 
Yet ftiall the pious poet fing again. 
And thou flialt hear, and with* eternal wrath 
Ay burning, dance with agony, and gnaw. 
Howling for pain, the adamantine gates 
Of treble-bolted Hell. 

Away, kind bards j 
Enough of you, nor fhall your long beguile 
One moment more; for fee again fweet Spring 
Laughs at our window, and with rofy hand 
Shews the full bloflTom and the budded leaf. 
Away, away. Some wint'ry day be thine, 
Defcriptive Thomfon ; fome December night. 
Thine, pious Young; fome melancholy morn 
Jn wcat'ry fog fvxapt upi thitk, orphan Sayager 
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Be thou our clofe companion^ Sbenftone^ thou^ 
Sweet bard of Hagley^ in the hawthorn fliade 
Some weary Summer's noon. Be thou our gueft. 
Impetuous Akcnfide, fome gloomy eve. 
When the red lightning fcarce begins to glare. 
And the mute thunder hardly deigns to growl. 
Rais'd by thy torrent fong, we (hall enjoy 
The loud increafing horrors of the ftorm. 

Awfully grand. At fuch a time thee too. 

Rapt in ferocious extacy, we call. 

Terrific Gray, to fwecp thy fuUcn lyre. 

And give to madnefs the diftrafted foul. 

Repofe at leifure, ye inferior bards. 

Till Summer's beauty flies, and the green. wood 

Scatters her recent honours to the breeze. . 

So have I gayly.fung the man how bleft. 
The Village Curate j weaving in my fong 
Your praife, ye fair, and many an honeft tliought 
Which unfoljcited demanded room. 

I «are 



